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GEORGE FARQUHAR. 


The Publick are indebted to Mr. Thomas Wilkes of Dublin 
for the following account of our Poet. 


EORGE FARQUHAR, wasborn in Derry, 

in the kingdom of Ireland, in the year 1678; his 
father was a Clergyman, who had a living in that dioceſs, 
of about one hundred and fifty pounds a year, and had a 
family of ſevea Children, Our author ſhewing an early 
genius for Poetry and the Polite Arts, was taken notice 
of by Dr. Wiſeman biſhop of Dromore ®, who was related 


* Dr, Capell Wiſeman, biſhop of Dromore, was 2 
Baronet's ſon, of Eſſex, and Fellow of All Souls College 
in Oxford; he became chaplain to Capell earl of Eſſex, 
Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, (who was his Godfather) 
and died in the year 169g, 


A 2 


iv Tax LIFE or GEORGE FARQUHAR. 


to his Mother; and who promiſed to provide for him 
in the church. He was entered into the Univerſity of 
Dublin, in the year 1694, but unfortunately for him 
he had not been there above ſixteen months when his 
friend the biſhop died, As it was not in his father's 
power to ſupport him, he became corrector of the preſs, 
but being of a volatile diſpoſition was ſoon tired of that 
employment; and commencing an acquaintance with 
Mr. Robert Wilkes, then an Actor of eſtimation in Mr. 
Aſhbury's Theatre in Smock-alley, by his recommens 
dation he was engaged at the ſalary of twenty ſhillings a 
week. His firſt appearance was in the character of Othello, 
- with ſome applauſe; his perſon was ſufficiently advanta- 
geous, he had a good memory, proper geſture, and juſt elo- 
cution ; but was unhappy in his voice; and very defeRive 
in point of aſſurance, which natural timidity he could 
never overcome; however he was extreamly beloved, and 
with all his defects, never met with the leaſt repulſe from 
the audience in any of his performances. The characters 
he performed in Smock=-ally Theatre were, in Tragedy, 
Lenox, in Macbeth, Lord Dion in Philaſter, Rochford in Vir- 
Tue betrayed, Guyomar in the Indian Emperor; in Comedy, 
young Bellair ia the Man of Mode, Careleſs in the Commit. 
tee, and young Loveleſs in the Scornful Lady®, He reſolved 
to continue on the Iriſh Stage, till ſomething better ſhould 
offer, but his reſolution was ſoon broke by an accident; for 
being to play Guyomar in Dryden's Indian Emperor, who 
kills Vaſquez, and forgeting to change his ſword for a foil, 
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This liſt was obtained from the late Mr. Huſbands, who 
performed at Smock-alley Theatre, with Mr, Farquhar. 
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he wounded his brother Tragedian (Mr. Price) who added 
Vaſquez, very dangerouſly; and though it proved not mor- 
tal, yet it ſo ſhocked the natural tenderneſs of Mr. 
Farquhar's temper, that it put a period to his acting ever 
after, 

I,ong before this accident happened, Mr. Wilkes, who 
was well acquainted with the abilities of our author, re- 
commended to him to quit the Stage, and write a Comedy 3 
for that he was conſidered by all his acquaintance in a much 
brighter light than he had ſhewn himſelf in; and that he 
was much better calculated to furniſh compoſitions for the 
Stage, than to echo thoſe of other Poets on it; and recom- 
mended to him to ſet out ſor London as ſoon as poſſible. Our 
author acquainted him with his unhappy circumſtances, 
that he was not maſter of a ſhilling ; Mr. Wilkes gave him 
ten guineas, and applied to Mr. Aſhbury, who in about 2 
month after gave him a free Benefit; by this time he had 
drawn up the Drama of Love and a Bottle which he ſhewed 
to Mr, Wilkes, who approving of it, he fet out for London 
the next day, 

The writers of our anthor's life have made a miſtake in 
ſaying that Wilkes accompanied him to London, for Wilkes 
remained in Dublin another ſeaſon, 10698, being engaged 
by Mr. Aſhbury, during which time the Comedy of Love 
and a Bottle was firſt acted at the Theatre Royal in Dru. 
ty-lane, and had a run of nine nights, with applauſe. The 
character of Roebuck was intended for Mr. Wilkes, but he 
being engaged in Ireland it was given to Mr. Williams, a 
young Actorof merit. This Comedy is very ſprightly and 
entertaining, yet on account of the looſeneſs of the principal 
character, Roebuck (which however is one of the beſt drawn 
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rakes we have on the Stage) and ſome other ſtrokes of licen- 
tiouſneſs in it, it is but ſeldom ated. The character of 
Muckworm ſeems to be borrowed from the bourgeois gen- 
tilhomme of Moliere, 

In 1699 Mr. Wilkes received a propoſal from Mr. Rich, 
of four pounds a week, if he would return to London, (ſuch 
was the extent of the ſalacies of the beſt Actors at that time) 


which he thought proper to accept of; and on the firſt night 


of his appearance he ſpoke a Prologue wrote by our author 
(fee V. 3. p. 176) In this year the celebrated Mrs. Oldfield 
was engaged partly on his judgment and Sir John Van. 
burgh's, on their hearing her read the Scornful Lady of 
Beaumont and Fletcher, in the bar of the mitre tavern, 
kept by her aunt in St. James's market, with ſo proper an 
emphaſis, and ſuch agreeable turns ſuited to each character, 
that Vanburgh ſwore ſhe would be an ornament to the (tage, 
and recommended her to Mr. Rich, who engaged her at 


fifteen ſhillings a week; after which ſhe became, the prin- 


cipal ornament of the Engliſh Stage, and performed the 
principal characters in our author's Plays. 

In the beginning of the year 1700 our author brought out 
nis Comedy of the Conſtant Couple, or a Trip to the Jubi. 
lee, the character of Sir Harry Wildair, he ſuited to Mr. 
Wilkes's talents, who ſo animated it by his geſtures and 
vivacity of ſpirit, that it is not determined whether the 
Poet or Player, received moft reputation by it. It was per. 
formed 53 nights the firſt ſeaſon in London (and 23 nights in 


Dublin) and the Managers gave the author four third nights, 


After the death of Mr. Wilkes this character lay dormant 
for ten years; at laſt Mr, Thomas Cibber attempted it, but 
inftead of giving a real likeneſs of the fine gentleman, it 
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proved a fop, which muſt be conſidered as a caracatura, 
Thoſe few who have attempted this character ſince have 
proved very unſucceſsful, it is therefore now conſigned to 
the women; amongſt whom, the preference was given, 
with great propriety, to the late celebrated Mrs. Woffing- 
ton, | 

In the latter end of this year, our author made a tour to 
Holland, &c. his letter from Bcill, Leyden and the Hague, 
abounds with true humour, The charming Penelope, to 
whom ſeveral of his letters were addreſſed, was the ce- 


jebrated Mrs. Oldfield, and Mrs. V=—, in one of them 


faid to be her bedfellow, was * Mrs. Verbruggen the Actreſs 
who was ſome years before Mrs. Mountford; to whoſe 
characters, after her death, Mrs. Oldfield ſucceeded : The 
author of Mrs. Oldfield's life ſays, that ſhe has often heard 


her mention the happy hours ſhe had ſpent with Captain 


Farquhar z who ſhe ſaid was the molt agreeable of mankind. 
In this year died that celebrated Poet John Dryden Eſq; our 
author was a mourner at his funeral, but his deſcription of 
it, in one of his letters, is not much calculated to inſpire 
ſorrow. | | 

From the uncommon ſucceſs of the Conſtant Couple, our 
author made a continuation of it called Sir Harry Wildair, 


firſt ated in 1701, in which Mrs. Oldfield received as much 


reputation, and was as greatly admired in her character as 
Wilkes was in his; this Comedy had a run of nine nights; 
but has not been performed for many years. 


F A. 


For her character, ſee Colley Cibber's Life. 
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In the year 1702 our author publiſhed his Miſcellanies 
which contained variety of humorous and pleaſant collections 
of ſallies of fancy: There is amongſt them 4 copy of verſes 
addreſſed to his dear Penelope upon wearing her maſque, 
(which was then the faſhion) theſe verſes naturally dif- 
play his temper and talents, and will afford a very clear 
idea of them (ſee V. 3. p. 189.) In this collection is a diſ- 
courſe on Comedy, and there is among the letters, the 
Picture, containing a deſcription and character of himſelf, 
It is ſaid ſome of the letters in this colleQion were returned, 
at the requeſt of our author by Mrs. Oldfield, 

Towards the latter end of this year the Earl of Orrery, 
the patron of arts and ſciences, who ſaw that our author's 


great merit was unrewarded, made him a preſent of a 


lieutenant's commiſſion in his own regiment. 

In the year 1703, came out another comedy entitled the 
Inconſtant, or the Way to Win Him, which had a runof 
IT nights. This Play had ſufficient merit to have procu- 
ed equal [ſucceſs to the reſt; but for the inundation of Ita- 
lian, French and other farcical performances which, 
through the intereſt of ſome, and the depraved taſte of 
others, broke in upon the Stage, like a torrent, and ſwept 
down before them all taſte for compoſition of more intrinſic 
excellence. This is a very lively and intereſting Comedy, 
altho* there are ſome incidents in it, which ſcarcely come 
within the limits of probability; it is dedicated to Richard 
Tighe Eſq; whoſe character he has drawn under the name 
of old Mirabel. The Plot is taken from Beaumont and 
Fletcher's Wild Gooſe Chace, but the cataſtrophe of the 
laſt Act, where young Mirabel is in danger of his life, in a 
courtezan's houſe, and is delivered by the carefulneſs of his 
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miſtreſs Oriana, diſguiſed as a page, owes its origin to an 
affair of the like nature, which befel our author when 
he was abroad. In this year he married a young lady from 
Yorkſhire ; from her he expected a fortune of 7ool. a year; 
this lady had fallen in love with him at any rate, and as 
ſhe knew that Farquhar was too much diſſipated to fall 
in love, or to think of matrimony unleſs advantage was 
annexed to it, ſhe fell upon the ſtratagem of giving her- 
ſelf out for a great fortune, and then took the oppertunity 
of letting our Poet know, that ſhe wzs in love with him- 
Vanity and intereſt both uniting perſuaded him to marry - 
her; and to his honour be it ſpoken, though be found 
himſelf deceived, and his circumſtances embarraſſed, yet 
he never once upbraided her for the cheat, but behaved to 
her with all the delicacy, and tenderneſs of an indulgent 
huſband. : 

Very early in the year 1104, the Farce of the Stage 
Coach, was firſt performed. Our author was afliſted in this 
Piece by Mr. Motteux, well known in the dramatic world. 
It had a run of ten nights; ſome of the ſcenes of Captain 
Baſil, and Nicodemus Somebody, were taken from a little 
French Piece called Les Caroſſes d'Orleans. A few years 
after the author's death it was revived at the Theatre in - 
Lincoln's-inn-fields, with ſeveral additional ſongs, wrote by 
the late John Chetwood, and was performed 18 nights, 
with applauſe. 

In this year, our author came to Dublin to ſee his friends, 
and lodged at his brother's, who kept a bookſeller's ſhop, in 
Caſtle- ſtreet ; he propoſed publiſhjog his works by ſubſcrip- 
tion; but not meeting with encouragement according to 
his expectations, he was adviſed to have a Benefit Play, and 
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to perform a character in it; but being in the army, war 
obliged to obtain the leave of the Lord Lieutenant (Duke 
of Ormond) which was not only granted, but the Lord 
Lieutenant honoured the performance with his preſence : the 
Play was the Conſtant Couple, in which our author at- 
tempted the character of Sir Harry Wildair, but failed 
greatly in his performance, however he made near 1o0l. by 
his Benefit; ſoon after he returned to England. 

In the year 1705, the Comedy of the Twin Rivals, was 
firſt ated, it had a run of 13 nights, and met with great 
ſucceſs; this Comedy is ſaid by the criticks to be the moſt 
regular of our author's Plays, yet it is far from ſtanding in 
the ſame- rank of preference with the audience; which is 
one inſtance among many that ſerves to evince, that the art 
of pleaſing in Dramatick writings, and more eſpecially in 
Comedy, frequently depends on a certain happineſs, which 
cannot be reduced within the limits of any didactick rules, 
or critical inveſtigation. | 

In 1706 the comedy of the Recruiting Officer, was firſt 

erformed at the Theatre in Drury-lane, with great ſucceſs, 
It had a run of 1; nights, This moſt entertaining and 
ſprightly Comedy, which is and probably will continue to 
be one of the ſtandard amuſements of the Theatre, was 
written on the ſpot where the author has fixed his ſcene of 
action (viz.) at Shrewſbury, and at a time, that he was him · 
ſelf a Recruiting Officer. The Duke of Ormond encouraged 
and the Earl of Orrery approved the Play, fo that, ſays 
the author, © My recruits were reviewed by my General, 
and my Colonel, and could not fail to paſs muſter ; and 
* ſtill to add to my ſucceſs, they were raiſed among my 
«friends round the Wrekin.”* The character of our author's 
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worthy friend, Juſtice Ballance, was drawn for Alderman 
Goſnell of Shrewſbury, and Silvia for his daughter, and 
that of Serjeant Kite, was taken from a Serjeant in his 
own regiment. 

His laſt Play was the Beaux Stratagem, of which he did 
not live to enjoy the full ſucceſs. Of this pleaſing author's 
end, we can give but a very melancholy account. 

He was oppreſſed with ſome debts, which obliged him to 
make application to the Duke of Ormond, who had made 


him formerly many profeſſions of friendſhip. He could not 


bear the thought that his family ſhould want, and in this 
perplexity was ready to embrace any expedient for their 


relief. His pretended patron perſuaded him to convert 


his commiffion into the money he wanted, and pledged his 
honour, that he would provide for him in a very ſhort time 3 
this circumſtance appeared favourable, and the eaſy bard 
ſold his commiſſion and paid his creditors. By this honeſt 
action, he had not any money left; he waited on the Duke 
ſeveral times, to remind him of his promiſe, and repreſented 
to him his very needy ſituation; when the Duke told him 
that if he would attend him to Ireland (for he was appoint- 
ed Lord Lieutenant) he would give him the firſt company 
that ſhould become vacant there. This diſtracting diſap» 
pointment ſo prayed on the mind of our author, who ſaw 
nothing but beggary and want before him, that it occaſioned 
his death in a ſhort time after. 

Mr. Farquhar was a conſtant attendant on the Theatre 
but Mr, Wilkes having miſſed him there, for upwards of 


* The following account I had from the late Colley 


Cibber, Eſq; 
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—_ ” — 
hn. _— ® 7 E . 


. — — 


* — —— — — 


xii TRI LIFE or GEOGRGE FARQUHAR. 


of two months, went to the houſe where he lodged in 
York- buildings io enquire for him; and was informed that 
he had left it, but could not learn where he lived; Mr, 
Wilkes a few days after, received a letter from Farquhar, 
deſiring to ſee him at his lodgings in St. Martin's lane; 
Wilkes went there and found him in a moſt miſerable ſit ua- 
tion, lodged in a back garret, and under the greateſt agita- 
tion of mind; Wilkes enquired the reaſon of his diſtreſs, and 
Farquhar acquainted him with the whole affair ; and that 
what gave him the greateſt concern was the fear of loſing the 
Earl of Ocrrery's favour by ſelling his commiſſion, Wilkes 
adviſed him to write a Play and that it ſhould be brought on 
the Stage with all expedition z “ Write, ſays Farquhar Hit 
is impoſſible that a man can write common ſenſe who i; 
heartleſs, and has not a ſhilling in his pocket.” „Come 
George, replied Wilkes, baniſh melancholy, draw your 
Drama, and I will call on you this day week to ſee it, but 
as an empty pocket may cramp your genius, I defire you 
will accept of my mite,“ and gave him twenty guineas. 
Mr. Farquhar immediately drew up the Drama of the Beaux- 
Stratagem; which he delivered to Mr, Wilkes, and it wat 
epproved of by him and the Managers, and finiſhed in fix 
weeks. Mr. Farquhar during his writing this Play had a 
ſettled ſickneſs on him, and moſt part of it he wrote in his 
bed, and before he had finiſhed the ſecond Act, he perceiv- 
ed the approaches of death. The firſt night that it was 
performed, his good friend Mr. Wilkes came to give him 
an account of its great ſucceſs, but remarked to him that 
Mrs. Oldfield (who performed the character of Mrs. Sullen) 
thought he had dealt too freely with her character in the 
Play, by giving her to Archer without a proper divorce, 
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which was not a ſecurity for her buſband z “ to ſalve this, 
replied our author, I'll get a real divorce, marry her 
myſelf, and give her my bond ſhe (hall be a real Widow 
in leis than a fortnight.“ On the third night of it's be · 
ing performed, which was for his Benefit, he died, which 
was the laſt week in April 1709. Among his papers was 
found the following note directed to Mr. Wilkes: (viz.) 


„ Dear Bos, 
l have not any thing to leave thee, to perpetuate my 
© memory, but two helpleſs girls; look upon them ſome. 
« times, and think on him that was to the laſt moment of 


«© his life thine, 
6. FarQUHAR,” 


He was buried i in the church of St. Martin's, in the _ 
at the expence of Mr, Wilkes. 

This Comedy had a run of ten nights with very great 
applauſe, In a ſhort advertiſement before it, the author 
acknowledges the friendſhip of Mr. Wilkes, to whom it owed 
it's ſuccels. The frequency of its repreſentation to this 
day, however, and the pleaſure it conſtantly affords, are 
proofs that this Comedy, has intrinſic merit in itſelf, which 
cannot need to ſtand indebted to the performance of any 
actor for the applauſe that it conſtantly meets with. 

It is moſt certain that ſome characters in this Comedy 
were drawn from real life (viz.) Boniface was taken from. 
the Land- lord of an Inn at Litchfield, whoſe picture is now to 
be ſeen there; and that of Scrub was well known at that 
time, he died at Saliſbury in the year 1744. When Mr. 
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Wilkes firſt read this Comedy at the Theatre, he mentioned 
the ſeveral Actors that the author intended to perform in it ; 
the character of Scrub was wrote for Colley Cibber, but he 
gave it to Norris, and accepted of Gibbet, which character 
he performed with great applauſe, but ſince his time it has 
been given to the loweſt claſs of Actors. 

| Notwithſtanding the very great praiſes given to the late 
Mr. Wilkes's performances of Archer, yet the late Colley 
Cibber, his brother Manager, who performed in it originally, 
bas acknowledged, that Mr. Garrick in ſome ſcenes in 
Archer, was ſuperior to the original, and as a proof of his 
uncommon excellence, fince the death of Mr. Cibber, he 
has appeared, with an equal degree of merit, in the cha- 
rafter of Scrub, | 

Two ſcenes intended for this Comedy (viz.) in the ſecond 
Act between Archer and Cherry, and the firſt ſcene of the 
fifth Act between Boniface and Gibbet, were, by the advice 
of the late Sir Richard Steele, omitted. Mr. Farquhar 
left a Poem intitled Barcelona in fix cantos, dedicated to 
the Earl of Peterborough ; it was publiſhed about a year 
after his death in 4to. but has been omitted in his works. 
We muſt not forget the friendſhip of Mr. Wilkes, &c. to 
Farquhar*s family; he gave two Benefits to provide for his 
children. Edmond Chaloner eſq; (to whom he dedicated his 
Miſcellanies) provided them a penſion of twenty pounds a 
year, and David 'Garrick eſq; gave them a, benefit, and 
other emoluments. 

Farquhar ſeems to have been a man of genius, rather 
ſprightly than great, rather flowery than ſolid ; his Comedies 
are diverting, becauſe his characters are natural, and ſuch 
as we frequently meet with; but he has uſed no art in 
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drawing them, nor does there appear any force of thinking 
in his performances, or any deep penetration into nature, 
but rather a ſuperficial view, pleaſant enough to the eye, 
though capable of leaving no great impreſſion on the mind. 
He drew his obſervations chiefly from thoſe he converſed 
with, and has ſeldom given any additional heightening, or 
indelible marks to his characters; which was the peculiar 
excellence of Shakeſpeare, Jonſon, and Congreve. 

Had he lived to have gained a more general knowledge of 


life, or had his circumſtances not been ſtraitened, and ſo 


prevented his mingling with perſons of rank, we might have 
ſeen his Plays embelliſhed with more finiſhed characters, and 
with a more poliſhed dialogue. 

If he was not a man of the higheſt genius, he ſeems to 
have had excellent moral qualities, of which his behaviour 
to his wife and tenderneſs to his children are proofs, and 
deſerved a better fate than to die oppreſſed with want, and 
under the calamitous apprehenſions of leaving his family 
deſtitute : While Farquhar will ever be remembered with 
pleaſure by people of taſte, the name of the Nobleman who 


thus inhumanly ruined him, will be for ever dedicated ta 
infamy. 
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LOVE AND a BOTTLE. 


COME DE 


Vade, fed incultus, qualem decet exulis eſſe, | 
Ovid, Tritt, El. I's 


Vert. I. 
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PROL OG VE 


By J. H. ſpoken by Mr. Powsrr, a Servant 


attending with a Bottle of Wine. 


A S ſtubborn Atheiſts, who diſdain to pray, 
Repent, tho' late, upon their dying day; 

Sv in their pangs, moſt authors rack'd with fears, 
Implore your mercy in their ſuppliant pray'rs. 
But our new author has no cauſe maintain'd, 
Let him not loſe what he has never gain'd, 
Love and a Bottle are his peaceful arms, 
Ladies and gallants, have not theſe ſome charms? 
For love, all mankind to the fair muſt ſue : 
And, firs, the bottle he preſents to you. 
Health to the Play, (drinks) e'en let it fairly paſs, 
Sure none ſit here that will refuſe their glaſs! 
O there's a damning ſoldier let me thick —— 


He looks as he were ſworn—to what? to drink. (drinks, 


Come on then; foot to foot be boldly ſet, 
And our young author's new commiſſion wet, 
He and his bottle here attend their doom, 
From you the-Poet's Helicon muſt come ; 

If he has any foes, to make amends, 


He gives his ſervice (drinks) ſure you now are friends, 


No critick here will he provoke to fight, 

The diy be theirs,. he only begs his night, 

Pray pledge him now, ſecur'd from all at uſe, 
"Then game the health you love, let none refuſe, 
[ut each man's miſtrels be the Poet's muſe. 
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Dramatis Perſone. 


Ro BUck. An lriſh Gentleman, of a wild roving temper ; 
newly come to London. 


LoveEwELYL. His friend, ſober and modeſt, in love with 
Lucinda, 1 


| Mocxwmope, A young Squire, come newly from the 


Univerſity, and ſetting up for a Beau, 
LyAICk. A Poet. 
PAueHLET. A Bookſeller, 
Rroapconw, A Dancing-Maſter. 
NrmBLEWRIST. A Fencing-Maſter. 
cxvs. Servant to Mockmode. 


Bausn. Servant to Lovewell. 


W OME N 
LucIix pA. A Lally of. confiderable Fort une. 


LEANTHE, Siſter to Lovewell, in love with Roebuck, 
and diſguis'd as Lucinda's Page. 


TxuDGE, Whore to Roebuck, 


Bylrixcn. Landlady to Mockmode, Lyrick, and 
Trudge, 


PinprEss. Attendant and Confident to Lucinda. 


Bailiffs, Beggar, Porter, Maſques, Attendants, 
SCENE, LONDON, 
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SCE NE, Lincolns-Inn-Fields. 


Eater Roebuck in a Riding Habit Solus, repeating the fol - 


k, lowing Line. 
« FTUHUS far our arms have with ſacceſs been crown'd"? 
—heroically ſpoken, faith, of a fellow that has not 
1 one farthing in his pocket. If I have one penny to buy a 


halter withal in my preſent neceflity, may I be hang'd; 
tho* I'm reduc'd to a fair way of obtaining one methodi- 
cally very ſoon, if robbery er theft will purchaſe the 
gallows. But hold--can't I rob Eonourably, by turning 
ſoldier. Fg 

" LY 
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Enter a Cripple begging. 

Cir. One farthing to the poor old ſoldier for thc 
lord's fake. 

Rox B. Hal 4 glimpſe of damnation juſt as a man i: 
entring into ſin, is no great policy of the deviſ—but how 
Jong did you bear arms, friend? 

Cair. Five years, an't pleaſe you, fir. 

Ro EB. And boy, long has that honourable crutch 'born 
you. 

Crtye. Fiſteen, Gr. | 

Roes, Very pretty! five years a ſoldier, and fifteen a 
beggar !—this is hell right! an age of damnation, for 
a momentary offence. Thy condition, fellow, is prefer- 
able to mine: the merciful bullet, more kind than thy 
ungrateful country, has given thee a debenture in thy 
broken leg, from which thou canſt draw a more plentiful 
maintenance than I from all my limbs in perfection. 
Prithee, friend, why would'ſt thou beg of me? doſt 
think I am rich? 

CRI. No, fir, and therefore I believe you charitable, 
Your warm fellows are ſo much above the ſenſe of our 
miſery, that they can't pity us; and I have always found 
it, by ſad experience, a+ needleſs to beg of a rich man as 

a clergyman. Our greateſt benefaQors, the brave officers, 
are all diſbanded, and muſt now turn beggars like myſelf; 
and ſo, times are very hard, fir, 

Rox n. What! are the ſoldiers more charitable than the 
clergy ? 

Ct. Ay, fir, a captain will ſay dam' me, and give 
me fix<pence ; and a parſon ſhall whine out God bleſs me, 
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and give me not a farthing: now I think the officer's 
bleſſing much the beſt, 

Ros. Are the beaux never 3 ? 

Cx1ie. The great full wigs they wear ſtop their ears ſo 
cloſe, that they can't hear us; and if thev ſhou'd, they ne- 
ver have any farthings about 'em. 

Roxs. Then I am a beau, friend; therefore pray leave 
me, Begging from a generous ſoul, that has not to be- 
ſtow, is more tormenting than robbery to a miſer in his 
abundance. Prithee, friend, be thou charitable for once; 
| beg only the favour which rich friends beſtow, a little 
advice: I am as poor as thou art, and am deſigning to turn 
loldier. 

Cair. No, no, fir. See what an honourable poſt I am 
forc'd to ſtand to, my rags are ſcare-crows ſufficient to 
frighten any one from the field; rather turn bird of prey 
a; home, [Shewing his crutch. 

Ro EEB. Grammercy, old devil; I find hell has its pimps 
of the poorer ſort, as well as of the wealthy. I fancy, 
friend, thou haſt got a cloven foot, inſtead of a broken 
leg. *Tis a hard caſe that a man muſt never expect to go 
nearer heav'n than ſome ſteps of a ladder. But tis una- 
voidable; I have my wants to lead, and the devil to drive; 


and if I can't meet my friend Lovewell (which I think | 


impoſſible, being ſo great a Stranger in town) fortune 
thou haſt done thy worſt; I proclaim open war againſt 
thee, 

I'll lab the next rich darling that I ſee ; 

And killing him, be thus reveng'd on thee. 

Goes to the back part of the ſtage, as into the 
walks, making ſome turns croſs the ſtage in diſ- 
order, while the next ſpeak. 

[Exit beggar 
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1 ſhall ſoon lie under an eclipſe, Pindreſs. 


But why wou'd you chuſe to marry in ſummer, madam ? 


Enter Lucinda and Pindreſs. 

Luc. Oh! theſe ſummer mornings are ſo delicately fine, 
Pindreſs, it does me good to be abroad. 

Pin. Ay, madam, theſe ſummer mornings are as plea- 
ſant to young folks, as the winter nights to marry'd peo- 
ple, or as your morning of beauty to Mr. Lovewell. pq 

Luc, I'm violently afraid the evening of my beauty will 
fall to his ſhare very ſoon; for I'm inclinable to marry him, 


Pix. Then it muſt be full moon with your ladyſhip, W 


Luc. I know no cauſe, but that people are apteſt to 
run mad in hot weather, unleſs you take a woman's res. 
ſon. | | 

Pin. What's that, madam ? 

Luc, Why, I am weary of lying alone. 

Pix. Oh dear madam! lying alone is very dangerous; 
tis apt to breed ſtrange dreams. Y 

Luc. I had the oddeſt dream laſt night, of my courtierMl 
that is to be, ſquice Modelove. He appeared crowdel 
about with a dancing-maſter, -puſhing-maſter, muſick · 
maſter, and all the throng of beau-makers; and me- 
thought he mimick'd foppery ſo aukwardly, that his imi- 
tation was downright - burleſquing it. I burſt out a laugh- þ 
ing ſo heartily, that I awaken'd myſelf, | 

Pix. But dreams go by contraries, madam. Have no! 
you ſeen him yet ? | 

Luc. No; but my uncle's letter gives account that 
he's newly come to town from the univerſity, where his 
education could reach no farther than to guzzle fat alt 
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ſmoke tobacco, and chop logick—faugh—it makes me 
ſick. 

Pix. But he's very rich, madam; his concerns join to 
yours in the country. 

Luc, Ay, but his concerns ſhall never join to mine in 
the city: Por ſince I have the diſpoſal of my own fortune, 
Lovewell's the man for my money, 

Pin. Ay, and for my money: for I've had above twenty 
pieces from him ſince his courtſhip began. He's the pret- 
tieſt ſober gentleman; I have ſo ſtrong an opinion of his 
modeſty, that l'm afraid, madam, your firſt child, will 
be a fool. 

Lv c. Oh God forbid ! I hope a lawyer underſtands bu- 
ſine ſs better than to beget any thing non compos— The 
walks fill a pace; the enemy approaches, we muſt ſet out 
our falſe colours. | [Put on-their maſks. 

Pix. We maſks are the pureſt privateers! madam, how 
would you like to cruiſe about a little? 

Luc. Well enough, had we no enemies hut our fops and 
cits : But I dread thoſe bluſtring men of war, the officers, 
who. after a broad-ſide of damme's and ſinkme's, are for 
boarding all maſks they meet, as lawful prizes. 

Pix. In truth, madam, and the moſt of them are law- 
ful prize, for they generally have French ware under 
hatches, | 

Lv c. Oh hideous! O'me conſcience, girl, thou'rt quite 
ſpoil'd, An aQreſs upon the ſtage would bluſh at ſuch ex- 
prefſions, 

Pix. Ay, madam, and your ladyſhip wou'd ſeem to bluſh 
in the box, when the redneſs of your face proceeded from 
nothing but the conſtraint of holding your laughter. Didn't 
ye chide me for not putting a ſtronger lace in your ſtays, 
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when you had broke one as ſtrong as a hempen cord, with 
containing a violent tihee at a ſmutty jeſt in the laſt play? 
Luc, Go, go, thou'rt a naughty girl; that impertinent 
chat has diverted us from our bus'neſs. I'm afraid Love- 
well has miſs'd us for want of the ſign— But whom have 


we here? An odd figure, ſome gentleman in diſguiſe, 1 be- 


lieve. 

Piu. Had he a finer ſuit on, I ſhou'd believe him in diſ- 
guiſe; for I fancy his friends have only known him by that 
this twelve-month. 

Luc. His mien and air ſhew him a gentleman, and his 
cloaths demonſtrate him a wit, He may afford us ſome 
ſport. I have a female inclination to talk to him. 

Pix. Hold, madam, he looks as like one of thoſe dan- 
gerous men of war you juſt now mention'd as can be; you 
had beſt ſend out your pinnace before, to diſcover the ene · 
* 

Luc. No, Pl hail him myſelf, [Moves towards him. 
What, fir, dreaming ? 

[Slaps him o'th* ſhoulder ſullealy with her fan, 

Rors. Yes, madam, 

Lvc. Of what? 

Rorts. Of, the devil, and now my dream's out. 

Luc, What! do you dream ſtanding ? 

Rox B. Yes, faith, lady, very often when my fleep's 
haunted by ſuch pretty goblins as you. You are a ſort of 
dream I would fain be reading: I'm a very good interpreter 
indeed, madam. 

Lvc, Are you then one of the wiſe men of the eaſt? 

Rox», No, madam ; but one of the fools of the weſt, 

Luc. Pray, what do you mean by that? 


660 
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th Rox s. An Iriſhman, madam, at your ſervice. 

a. Lvc. O horrible! an Iriſhman ! a mere wolf-dog, I pro- 
ent teſt. 

Vee 4 Ro. Ben't ſurpriz'd, child; the wolf-dog is as well- 
* natur d an animal as any of your country bull-dogs, and a 
be- much more fawning creature, let me tell ye. 

[ Lays hold on her 
li- Luc. Pray, good Cæſar, keep of your paws: no ſcra- 
hat ping acquaintance for heaven's ſake, Tell us ſome news of 


your country: I have heard the ſtrangeſt ſtorieg—that the. 
people wear horns and hoofs. 
Roxs. Ves, faith, a great many wear horns : But we 
had that among other laudable faſhions, from London; 1 
think it came over with your mode of wearing high top- 
knots; for ever ſince, the men and wives bear their heads 
exalted alike, They were both faſhions that took wonder- 
fully. 


im. Loc. Then you have ladies among you. 
Rox s. Yes, yes, we have ladies, and whores z colleges, 
fan. and play-houſes; churches, and Taverns; fine houſes, and 


bawdy-houſes: In ſhort, every thing that you can boaſt of, 
but fops, poets, toads and adders, 
Luc. But have you no beaux at all? 
Rozs. Yes, they come over like wood-cocks, once a 

1 year? 
t of Luc. And have your ladies no ſpringes to catch 'em in. 
eter Roxy, No, madam, our own country affords us much 
better wild-fowl. But they are generally ſtripped of their 
feathers by the play-houſe and taverns; in both which they 
. pretend to be criticks; and our ignorant nation imagines a 
full wig as infallible a token of wit as the laurel, 
C 3 
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Lvc, Oh lard! and here 'tis the certain fign of a block- 
head. But why no poets in Ireland, fir ? | 

Rog. Faith, madam, I know not, unleſs St. Patrick 
ſent them a packing with other venomous creatures out of 
Ireland. Nothing that carries a ſting in its tongue can live 
there. But ſince I have deſcribed my country, let me know 
alittle of England, by a ſight of your face. 

Luc. Come you to particulars firſt, Pray, fir, unmaſk, 
by telling who you are; and then Fil unmaſk, and ſhew 
who I am, 

Ro B. You muſt diſmiſs your attendant then, madam ; 
for the diſtinguiſhing particular of me is a ſecret. 

Pix. Sir, I can keep a ſecret as well as my miſtreſs; 
and the greater the ſecrets are, I love em the better. 

Luc. Can't they be whiſper'd, fir ? 

Rox», Oh yes, madam, I can give you a hint, by which 
you may underſtand em 

TPretends to whiſper, and kiſſes her. 

Luc. Sir, you're impudent. | 

Rox B. Nay, madam, "ſince you're ſo good at minding 
folks, have with you. | [Catches her faſt carrying her off. 

— þ Help! help!. help! 


Enter Lovewell. 
Lovs. Villain, unhand the lady and defend thyſelf, 
{[ Draws, 
Rox», What! knight errants in this country] now has 


the devil very opportunely ſent me a throat to cut; pray 
heaven his pockets be well lin'd. 


| 8 [ Quit 'em, they go of. 
—— Have at theeSt, George for England. 
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[They fight ; after ſome paſſes, Rot B. ſtarts back and 
pauſes. 
My friend Lovewell ! 

Lovz, My dear Roebuck ! 

[Fling down their ſwords and embrace, 
Shall 1 believe my eyes? 

Rozs. You may believe your ears; tis I begad, 

Love, Why, thy being in London is ſuch: a my'tery, that 
I muſt have the evidence of more ſenſes than ine to con- 
firm me of its truth—But pray unfold the ridale. 

Rog B. Why faith *tis a riddle.. Ycu wonder at it be- 
fore the explanation, then wonder more at yourſelf for not 
gueſſing it==What is the univerſal caui: of the continued 
evils of mankind ? 

Love, The univerſal cauſe of our continued evils,.is the 
devil ſure, | 

Roxs, No, tis the fleſh, Ned That very woman that 
drove us all out of Paradiſe, has lent me a packing out of 
lreland, . 

Loves, How ſo? 

Roxs. Only taſting the forbidden fruit, that was all. 

Love. Is ſimple fornication become ſo great a crime 
there, as to be puniſhable by no leſs than baniſhment ? 

Ror B. Egad, mine was double fornication, Ned The 
jade was ſo pregnant to bear twins, the fruit grew in eluſ- 
ters; and my unconſcionable father, becauſe I was a rogue 
in debauching her, wou'd make me a fool by wedding her: 
But | wou'd not marry a whore, and he wou'd not oa 2 
diſobedient ſon, and ſo 

Lovs. But was ſhe a gentle woran d 


10 LOVE ann a BOTTLE, 
U 


Ror B. Pſhaw! No, ſhe had no fortune, She wore in- 
deed a ſilk mantua and high- head; but theſe are grown as 
little ſigns of gentility now-a-days, as of chaſtity. 

Loves. But what neceflity forc'd you to leave the king- 
dom ? 

Rox B. I'll tell you to ſhun th* inſulting authority of 
an incens'd father, the dull and often repeated advice of 
impertinent relations, the continual clamours of a furious 
woman, and the ſhrill bawling of an ill-natur'd baſtard— 
From all which, good Lord deliver me. 

Lovx. And ſo you left them to grand dada. IIa, 
ha, ha. 

Rob. Heav'n was pleas'd to leſſen my affliction, by 
taking away the ſhe-brat; but the other, is, I hope, well, 
becauſe a brave boy, whom I chriſten'd Edward, after thee, 
Lovewell; I made bold to make my man ſtand for you, 
and your ſiſter ſent her maid to give her name to my daugh- þ 
ter. | 

Levz. Now you talk of my ſiſter, pray how does ſhe ? 

Roxs. Dear Lovewell, a very miracle of beauty and 
goodneſs, —but I. don't like her, 

Love. Why? | 

Rox RE. She's virtuous ;z—and I think beauty and virtue 
are as ill joined, as lewdneſs and uglineſs. | 

Lovz. But I hope your arguments could not make her: 
proſelyte to this profeſſion ? 

Ron B. Faith I endeayour'd it; but that plaguy honour 
damn it for a whim—were it as honourable for women 
to be whores, as men to be whore-maſters, we ſhould hare 
lewdneſs as great a mark of quality among the ladies, ® 
tis now among the lords, 
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Love. What, do you hold no innate principle of virtue 
in women? 

Rox B. I hold an innate principle of love in them: 
Their paſſions are as great as ours, their reaſon weaker, 
We admire them, and conſequently they muſt us. And 1 
tell thee once more, that had women no ſafe- guard but 
your innate principle of virtue, honeſt George Roebuck 
wou'd have lain with your fiſter, Ned, and ſhou'd enjoy 2 
counteſs before night. 

Love. But methinks, George, twas not fair to tempt 
my ſiſter. 


Roxy, Methinks 'twas not fair of thy fiſter, Ned, to 


tempt me. As ſhe's thy ſiſter I had no deſign upon her; 
but as ſhe's a pretty woman, 1 could ſcarcely forbear her, 
were ſhe my own. 

Lovs. But, upon ferious reflection, cou'd not you have 
liv'd better at home by turning thy whore into thy wife, 
than here, by turning other men's wives into whores ? 
There are merchants ladies in London, and you muſt trade 
with them for aught I ſee, 

Ro r Rn. Ay, but is the trade open? Is the manufacture 
encourag'd, old boy? 

Love. Oh, wonderfully —a great many poor people 
live by't. Tho' the huſbands are for engrofling the trade, 
the wives are altogether for encouraging interlopers. But 
| hope you have brought ſome ſmall ſtock to ſet up with. 

Rot R. The greatneſs of my wants which wou'd force 
me to diſcover em. makes me bluſh to own 'em. [ Aſide. ] 
Why faith, Ned, I had a great journey from Ireland hither, 
and wou'd burthen myſelf with np more than juſt neceſſary 
charges. | 


Lovs. Oh, then you have brought bills. 
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Rox. No faith. Exchange of money from Dablir- hi- 
ther, is ſo unreaſonably high, that 

Love. What! 

Roes. That—Zoons, I have not one farthing=——now 
you underſtand me. 

Love. No, faith; I never underſtand one that comes in 
forma pauperis; I han't ſtudy d the law ſo long for nothing 
Aut what proſpe& can you propoſe for a ſupply ? 

Roz», I'll tell you. When you appear'd, | was juſt 
thanking my ſtars for ſending me a throat to cut, and con- 
ſequently a purſe: But my knowledge of you prevented 
me of that way, and therefore 1 think you're oblig'd in 
return to aſſiſt m2 by ſome better means. You were once 
an honeſt fellow; but ſo long ſtudy in the inns may alter 
a man ſtrangely, as you ſay. 

Love, No, dear Roebuek, I'm till a friend to thy vir. 
tues, and eſteem thy follies as foils only to ſet them off, 
I did but railly you; and to convince you, here are ſome 
pieces, ſhare of what I have about me: Take them as 
earnelt of my farther ſupply; you know my-eſtate is ſuf- 
ficient to maintain us both, if you will either reſtrain your 


extravagance, or I retrench my neceſſaries. 


Ro B. Thy profeflion of kindneſs is ſo great, that ! 
cou'd almoſt ſuſpect it of deſign. But come, friend, I am 
heartily tir'd with the fatigue of my journey, beſides, 2 
violent fit of ſickneſs, which detain'd me a month at Co- 
ventry, to the exhauſting of my health and money. Let, 
me only recruit by a reliſh of the town in love and bottle, 
and then——Oh heavens ! and earth! 

[As they are going off, Roebuck ſtarts back ſurpriz d 
Love. What's the matter, man? 
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Rory, Why? Death and the devil; or, what's worſe, 
2 woman and a child. Oons 1- don't you ſee Mrs. Trudge 
with my baſtard in her arms crofling the field towards us? 
—— Oh the indefatigable whore, to follow me all the way 
to London 

Love, Mrs, Trudge! my old acquaintance! 

Ro B. Ay, ay, the very ſame; your old acquaintance; 
and for aught I know, you might have clubb'd about get - 
ting the brats, 

Love, *Tis but reaſonable then that I'ſhou'd pay ſhare 
of the reckoning, I'll help to provide fot her; in the mean 
time you had beſt retire. Bruſh, conduct this gentleman 
to my lodgings, and run from thence to the widow Bul- 
finch's, and provide a lodging with' her for a friend of mine. 
—Fly, and come back preſently;—[Ex. Roeb. and Bruſh. ] 
So: my friend comes to town like the great Turk to the 
held, attended by his concubines and children; and I'm 
afraid theſe are but part of his retinue. But hold——l 
ſhan't be able to ſuſtain the ſhock of this woman's fury. I'll 
withdraw till ſhe has diſcharg'd her firſt volly, then ſur- 


prize her. 


Enter Trudge, with a child crying. 

Huſh, huſh, huſh,—and indeed it was à young traveller. 
—And what wou'd it ſay? It ſays that daddy is a falſe man, 
a cruel man, an ungrateful man—in troth ſo he is, my 
dear child—what ſhall I do with it, poor creature !—Huſh, 
huſh, huſh—was ever poor woman in ſuch a. lamentable 
condition? immediately after the pains of one travail, to 
undergo the fatigues of another But I'm fare, he can 
never do well; for tho* 1 can't find him, my curſes, and 
the miſery of this babe, will certainly reach him, 
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Love, Methinks I ſhou'd know that voice -[ Moving 
forwards] What! Mrs. Trudge! and in London! whc{t 
brave boy halt thou got there ? 

Ta up. Oh lord! Mr. Lovewell! I'm very glad to ſe: 
ou and yet am aſham'd to ſee you———but indeet 
he promis'd to marry me, [Crying] and you know, M. 
Lovewell, that he's ſuch a handſome man, and has {6 
many ways of inſinuating, that the frailty of woman's 3. 
ture could not reſiſt him, 

Lovz. What's all this? -A handſome man! Ways of in 
ſinuating! Frailty of nature —I don't underſtand theſe 
ambiguous terms. 

Tzxvp. Ah, Mr. Lovewell! I'm ſure you have ſeer 
Mr. Roebuck, and I'm ſure, *twould be the firſt thing he 
would tell you. I refer to you, Mr. Lovewell, if he i; 
not an ungrateful man, to deal ſo barbarouſly with any 
woman that had us'd him ſo civilly, I was kinder to hin 


than 1 wou'd have been to my own born brother. 


Love. Oh then 1 find kifling goes by favour, Mr, 
Trudge. | 

Taub. Faith you're all alike, you men are alike—— 
Poor child, he's as like his own dada, as if he were ſpit out 
of his mouth. See, Mr, Lovewell, if he has not Mr. 
Roebuck's noſe to a hair; and you know he has a ver; 
good noſe; and the little pigſny his mamma's mouth. 
Oh the little lips! and 'tis the beſt natur'd little dear 
[Smuggles and kiſſes it. and wou'd aſk it's godfather's i 
Blefling ?—Indeed, Mr. Lovewell, I believe the child know W 
you, 


Love. Ha, ha, ha, well I will give it my bleſſing. ; 
[Gives it Cod. 
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Movine| 


! whcief 


As he gives her the Gold, enter Lucinda and Pindreſs, 
who, ſeeing them ſtand, abſcond. 
to ſet = Corne, madam, I'll firſt ſettle you in a lodging, and then 


t indeed Had the falſe man, as you call him— [Exit Love. 
I 1 Lucinda and Pindreſs come forward. 
= 5 Loc. The falſe man is found already was there ever 


ch a lucky diſcovery ? — My care for his preſervation 
rought me back, and now behold how my kindneſs is re- 
urn'd!— Their fighting was a downright trick to frighten 
e from the place, thereby to afford him an AY of 
entertaining his whore and brat. 

Pin. Your conjecture, madam, bears a colour ; for 
looking back, I cou'd perceive em talk very familiarly ; 
ſo that they could not be ſtrangers, as their pretended quar- 
rel would intimate, 

Loc. Tis all true as he is falſe. ——What ! ſighted ! 
deſpis'd! my honourable love truck'd for a whore ! Oh vil- 
lain! epitome of the ſex !—But 111 be reveng'd. I'll war- 
ry the firſt man that aſks me the queſtion; nay, though he 
be 2 diſbanded ſob lier, or a poor poet, or a ſenſeleſs fop; 
—12y, tho' impotent, I'll marry him. 

Pix. Oh madam ! that's to be reveng'd on your ſelf, 
Luc. I care not, fool! I deſerve pudiſhment for my cre- 
dulity, as much as he for his falſnood And you deſerve 
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then it too, minx; your per ſuaſions drew me to this aſſignat ion. 
non; ] never lov'd the falſe man. 
Pix. That's falſe, I'm ſure. [ Aſide. 
Lvc. But you thought to get another piece of gold. 
Cold. We ſhall have him giving you mcney on the ſame ſcore, he 


was ſo liberal to his whore juſt now. 
[Walks about in a paſſion, 
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Enter Lovewell. 

Lovz. So much for friendſhip—now for my love. 
han't tranſgreſſed much. — Oh, there ſhe is.——Oh il 
angel! | [Runs to her 

Luc, Oh thou devil! [Starts back 

Love, Not unleſs you damn me madam. 

Luc, You're damn'd already, you're a man, 

[Exit puſhing Pind 

Love. You're a woman, I'll be ſworn.— Hey Gay 
what giddy female planet rules now! By the Lord, thei 
women are like their maidenheads, no ſooner found thu 
loſt—Here, Bruſh, run after Pindreſs, and know the 00 
caſion of this, —[ Bruſh runs]J--Stay, come back. Zoom: 
I'm a fool. 

Ba us n. That's the firſt wiſe word you Have ſpoken ther 
two months, 

Lovx. Trouble me with your untimely jeſts, firrah, an 
— 

Baus n. Your pardon, fir; I'm in down-right earnel. 
"Tis a leſs ſlavery to be apprentice to a famous clap ſur- 
geon, than to a lover. He falls out with me becauſe it 
can't fall in with his miſtreſs. I can bear it no longer. 

Loves. Sirrah, what are you mumbling ? 

Bas H. A ſhort prayer before I depart, fir—l have bee 
theſe three years your ſervant, but now, fir, I'm you 
humble ſervant, [Bows as going: 

Love. Hold you ſhan't leave me. 

Bzvs8..Sir, you can't be my. maſter, 

Love. Why ſo? 

Brusm Becauſe you're not your own maſter : yet one 
would think you might, for you have loſt your miſtrels 
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dons, fir, let her go, and a fair riddance. Who throws 
way a teſter and a miſtreſs, loſes ſix- pence. That little 


ove.— 
Oh w iwping Cupid is a blind gunner. Had he ſhot as many 
to hearts as I have carry 'd Billet Deux, he wou'd have laid her 


bac icking with her heels up ere now. In ſhort, fir, my 


atience is worn to the ſtumps with attending; my ſhoes 
nd ſtockings are upon their laſt legs with trudging between 
ou, I have ſweat out all the moiſture of my hand with 
alming your clammy letters upon her. I have, 

Love, Hold, fir, your trouble is now at an end, for | 


ind 
y day 
„ thei 


nd t eſi n to marry.her, 
he 00 Baus. And have you courted her theſe three years for 
Zoch Nothing but a wife? 


Love. Do you think, raſcal, I wou'd have taken fo 
uch pains to make her a miſs ? 

Bauen. No, ſir; the tenth part of it wou'd ha' done 
zut if you are reſolv'd\to marry, God b'w'ye. 

Levs, What's the matter now, firrah ? 

.Bxvan. Why, the matter will be, that I rauſt then pimp 
or her—Haik ye, fir, what have you been doing all this 
while, but teaching her the way to cuckold ye ?—Take 
are, fir ; look before you leap, You have a tickliſh point 
o manage. — Can you tell, fir, what's her quarrel to you 
ow ? 

Love, I can't imagine, I don't remember that ever ! 
offended her, 
Bavsu., That's it, fir. She reſolves to put your eaſi- 
neſs to the teſt now, that ſhe may with more ſecurity rely 
upon't hereafter, Always ſuſpeAt thoſe women of de- 
ſigns that are for ſearching into the humours of their 
courtiers; for they certainly intend to try them when 
Liey're marty'd. 
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Love, How cam'ſt thou ſuch an engineer in love? 

Brvsn. I have ſprung ſome mines in my time, fir ; and 
ſince I have trudg'd fo long about your amorous meſſages, | 
have more intrigue in the ſole of my feet, than fore block 
heads in their whole body. 

Love. Sirrah, have you ever diſcover'd any behaviour i 
this lady, to occaſion this ſuſpicious diſcourſe ? 

Brxvsn. Sir, has this lady ever diſcover'd any behari 
our of yours to occaſion this ſuſpicious quarrel ? I bellen 
the lady has as much of the innate principle of virtue (« 
the gentleman ſaid) as any woman: But that baggage, 
her attendant, is about raviſhing her lady's page every 
hour. Tis an old ſaying, like maſter, like man; wh 
not as well, like miſtreſs like maid ? | 

Love. Since thou art for trying humours, have wit 
you, madam Lucinda. Befides ſo fair an opportunity of- 
fers, that fate-ſeem'd to deſign it Have you left the 
gentleman at my 4odgings ? 

Brxvsn, Yes, fir, and ſent a porter to his inn to bring 
his things thither, 

Love. That's right,-Love, like other diſeaſes, mul 
ſometimes have à deſperate cure. The ſchool of Ven 
impoſes the ſtri& diſcipline: And awful Cupid is a chal 
ning god; he whips ſeverely. 

Bzxvusn. No not, if we kiſs the rod. [Exeuat, 
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A: + 


SCE N E, Lovewell's lodgings. 


Enter Lovewell, Roebuck dreſſed, and Bruſh. 


Lovx. 9 conſcience, the fawning creature loves 
you. 

RoEB. Ay, the conſtant effects of debauching-a woman 
are, that ſhe infallibly loves the man for doing the buſineſs, 
and he certainly hates her. — But what company is ſhe like 
to have at this ſame widow's, Bruſh ? 

Bxvsn. Oh, the beſt of company, ſir; a poet lives 
there, fir. 

Ro E R. They” re the worſt company, for they're in. an- 
tur d. 

BR ven. Ah, fir, but it does no body any harm: For 
theſe fellows that get bread by their wits are always fore d 
to eat their words. They muſt be good natur'd, ſpight of 
their teeth, ſir. Tis ſaid he pays his lodging by cracking 
ſome ſmutty jeſts with his landlady overnight; for ſhe's 
very well pleas'd with his natural parts. 

[While Roebuck and Bruſh talk, Lovewell ſeems to 
project ſomething by himſelf, 

Ro EB. What other lodgers are there? 

Bxusn, One newly enter'd, a young dire jolt 6. come 
tom univerſity, 

Rozen. A mere peripatetick, ] Warrant him.— A very 
pretty family; a heathen philoſapber, an Engliſh poet, 
and an Iriſh Whore, Had the landlady but an Highland 
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piper to join with em, ſhe might ſet them up for a collec. 
tion of monſters_—Any body within? 
[Slaps Lovewell on the ſhoulder, 

Love, Yes, you are my friend, All my thoughts wer 
employ'd about you. In ſhort, I have one requeſt to make, 
that you wou'd renounce your looſe wild courſes and lead 1 
ſober life as I do. | 

Rox B. That-I will, if you'll grant me a boon. 

Love." You ſhalt have it, be't what it will. 

Rox B. That you wou'd relinquiſh your precHe ſober be- 
haviour, and live ke a gentleman as I do. 

Love. That | can't grant. : 

Roxs. Then we're off: Tho' ſhou'd your women prove 
no better than your wine, my debaucheries will tall a 
themſelves, for want of temptation. 

Lovz. Our women are worſe than our wine: our claret 
has but little of the French in't; but our wenches have the 
devil and all: They are both adulterated: to prevent the 
inconveniencies of which, Il] provide you an honourable 
miſtce(s. 

Roxns..'Anihonourable miſtreſs; what's that? 

Lovr. A virtuous lady, whom you muſt love and court, 
the ſureſt method of reclaiming you.—As thus — thoſe 
ſuperfluous pieces you throw away in wine, may be lit 
out 

Rox s. To the poor? 

Lo VE. No, no: In ſweet-powder, cravats, garters, 
ſnuff- boxes, ribbons, coach-hire and chair- hire. — Thoſe 
idle hours which you miſpend with lewd ſophiſlicatee 
wenches, muſt be dedicated... 

Roxs. To the church 
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Love. No; to the innocent and charming converſation 
of your virtuous miitreſs, by which means, the two moſt 
exorbitant debaucheries, drinking and whoring, will be re- 
treached, 

Ror s. A very fine retrenchment truly! I muſt firſt de- 
ſpiſe the honeſt jolly converſation at the tavern, for the 
foppiſh, affected, dull, inſipid entertainment at the cho- 
colate-houſe; muſt quit wy freedom with ingenious com- 
pany, to harneſs myſelf to foppery among the fluttering 
crowd of Cupid's livery-boys.— The ſecond article is, that 
| muſt reſign the company of lewd women for that of my 
innocent miſtreſs ; that is, I muſt change my eaſy natural 
lin of wenching, to that conftrain'd debauchery of lying 
and fwearing.— The many lies and oaths that I made to 
thy fiſter, will go nearer to damn me, than if I had enjoy'd 
her a hundred times over. 

Lov . Oh Roebuck ! your reaſon will maintain the con- 
trary when you're in love, 

Rots. That is when I have loſt my reaſon z come, 
come, a wench, a wench ! a ſoft, white, eaſy conſenting 
creature | Prithee, Ned, leave muſtinels, and ſhew 
me the Varieties of the town. 

Love, A wench is the leaſt Variety—look out ſee 
what a numerous train trip along the ſtreet there 

[Pointing outwards. 

Roxy, Oh Venus! all theſe fine ſtately creatures! fare 
you well, Ned. -[ Runs out; Lovewell catches him, and 
pulls him back] Prithee let me go; 'tis a deed of 
charity ; I'm quite ſtarv'd, I'll juſt take a ſnap, and be 
with you in the twinkling=as you're my friend -I muſk 
80. 


0 
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- Lovs, Then we muſt break ſor all together.— [ Quit: 
him.]J—He that will leave his friend fur a whore, | recken 
4 commoner in friendſhip as in love.. 

Roxs. If you ſaw how ill that ſerious face becomes a 
fellow of your years, you wou'd never wear it again, 
Youth is taking in any maſquerade but gravity. 

Love. Tho' lewdneſs ſuits much worſe with your cu- 
cumſtances, fir, 

Rox B. Ay, theſe circumſtances! damn theſe circum- 
ſtances—there he has hamſtring'd me. This poverty ! how 

| it makes a man ſneak — Well, prithee let's know thi: 

| deviliſh virtuous lady. By the circumſtances of my body, 
| I ſhall ſoon be off or on with her. 

| Lovs. Know then, for thy utter condemnation, that 

ſhe's a lady of eighteen, beautiſul, witty, and nicely 

virtuous, 

Ro. A lady of eighteen! good—beautiful ! better 
—Witty! beſt of all. Now with theſe three qualificati- 
| ons, if ſhe be nicely virtuous, then I'll henceforth adore 
| every thing that wears a petticoat—=Witty and virtuous! 
| ha, ha, ha. Why, tis as inconſiſtent in ladies as gentle- 
men; and were I to debauch one for a wager, her wit 
ſhould be my bawd—come, come, the forbidden fruit was 
pluck'd from the tree of knowledge, boy. 

Love. Right—but there was a cunninger devil than you 
to tempt. I'll aſſure you, George, your rhetorick wound - 
fail you here; ſhe wou'd worſt you at your own weapons, 

Ron B. Ay, or any man in England, if ſhe be eighteen, 1 
as you ſay. * 

Lovs, Have a care, friend, this ſatyr will get you | 
torn in pieces by the females; you'll fall into Orpheus! 
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org. Orpheus was a blockhead, and deſerv'd his fate. 

Love, Why? 

RoEB. Becauſe he went to hell for a wife, 

Lovz. This happens right [Aſide] — But you ſhall go 
to heav'n for a miſtreſs ; you ſhall court this divine creature 
—| don't defire you to fall in love with her; I don't intend 
yeu ſhould marry her neither: but you muſt be convinc'd 
of the chaſtity of the ſex; tho' if you ſhould conquer her, 
the ſpoil, you rogue, will be glorious, and iafinitely worth 
the pains in attaining. 

Roes. Ay, but, Ned, my circumſtances, my circum- 
ſtances 

Love. Come, you ſhan't want money, 

Regv, Thea 1 dare attempt it. Money is the finews cf 
love, as of war, Gad, friend, thou art the braveſt pimp 
| ever heard of well, give me directions to fail by, the 
name of my port, lade my pockets, and then for the cape 
of Good Hope. 

Love, You need no directions as to the manner of 
courtſhip, | 

Rotem, No, I have ſeen ſome few principles, on which 
my courtſhip's founded, which ſeldom fail. To let a lady 
rely upon my modeſty, but to depend my {elf altogether 
upon my impudence; to uſe a miſtreſs like a deity in pub- 
lick, but like a woman in private: to be as cautious then 
of aking an impertinent queſtion, es afterwards of telling 
a ſtory ; remembring, that the tongue is the only member 
that can't hurt a lady's honour, though touch'd to the ten- 
dereſt part, A. 

Lovz. Oh! but to a friend, George, you'll tell a friend 
jour ſucceſs, 
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Ro; s. No, not to her very ſelf; it muſt be as private 
as devotion no babbling, unleſs a ſqualling brat pee: 
out to tell tales but where lies my courſe ? 

Love, Bruſh ſhall ſhew you the houſe; the lady's name 
is Lucinda; her father and mother dead; ſhe's heireſs to 
twelve hundred a year: but above all, obſerve this; the | 
has a page which you muſt get on your fide, 'tis a very 
pretty boy; I preſented him to the Jady about a fortnight 
ago; he's your countryman too; he brought me a letter 
from my ſiſter, which I have about me——here you may 
read it, 

Roxs. Ay, 'tis her hand; I know it well; and I almc| 
bluſh to ſee it. Ilse. 


PA 


[Reade.] « Dear brother, E 

« A lady of my acquaintance lately dying, begg'd me, 14 

« her laſt requeſt, to provide for this boy, who was her 

„page. I hope I have obey'd my friend's laſt command, 

« and oblig'd a brother by ſending him to you. Pray di. 

„ poſe of him as much as you can for his advantage, 4&4 
„friends are well, and I am, 

« Your affeQionate ſiſter, Leanthe,” 


[While he reads, Lovewell talks to Bruſh, and gives 
him ſome directions ſeemingly. 

All friends are well; is that all? not a word of poor 
Roebuck—l1 wonder ſhe mention'd nothing of my misfor- 
tnnes to her brother. But ſhe has forgot me already, 
*True woman ſtill—well, I may excuſe her, for I'm mak: 


ing all the haſte I can to forget her, 
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Lo vx. Be ſure you have an eye upon him, and come to 
me preſently at widow Bulfinch's [To Bruſh.I— Well, 
George, you won't communicate your ſucceſs ? [ Aſide. 

Ro E B. You may gueſs what you pleaſe..-l'm as merry 
after a miſtreſs as after a bottle—all air; brim full of joy, 
like a burnper of claret, ſmiling and ſparkling, 

Love, Then you'll certainly run over. 

RozB, No, no, nor ſhall I drink to any body 

[Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCEN E changes to a dining-room in widow Bulfinch's 
a houſe; a flute, muſick-book upon the table; caſe of 


toys hanging up—— 


Enter Rigadoon the dancing-maſter, leading in Mock- 
fl mode by both the hands; as teaching him the minute, 
t he ſings and Mockmode dances aukwardly ; Club fol- 
J, lows, 


if Rio, Tal—dal—deral—OneeoTwo.—Tal—dal—deral 
Coupé. —Tal—dal—deral—- Very —well.— Tal- dal—de - 
ral Wrong. —Tal—dal— dera! Toes—out.— Tal dal 
dera - Obſerve Time. Very well indeed, fir; you ſhall 
ei Lance as well as any man in England; you have an ex- 
cellent diipoſition in your limbs, fix—-Obſerve me, fir, 
or [Here the maſter dances a new minuet; and at every 
cut Club makes an aukward imitation by leaping up, 

Ard fo forth, fir. 

Mocx, I'm afraid we ſhall diſturb y dady. 

Rio. Landlady | you muſt have a care of that; ſhe*!] 
"ever pardon you, — Landlady] every woman, from 2 
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counteſs to 2 kitchen-wench, is Mad im; and every man, 
from a lord to a lacquey, Sir, 

Mocx Muſt I then loſe my title cf *{qu.re, que 
Mockmode ? 

RIS. By all means, fir, ſquire and fool are the ſave 
thing here, 

Mock. That's very comical, faith—hut is there an a 
of parliament for that, Mr. Rigadoon ?—=well, ſince L can't 
be a *tpuire, I'll do as well; I have a preat eſtate. an 
want only to be a great beau to qualify me either for 
knight or a lord, By the univerſe, | have a great mind u 
dind my ſelf *prentice to a beau—=cou'd I | at dance we!, 
puſh well, play upon the fluze, and ſwear the-moſt modi 
oaths, I wou'd ſet up for quality with er a young noble- 
man of 'em all—pray what are the moſt faſhionable oath; 
in town ? Zauns, I gake it, is a very becoming one. 

RI G. Zauns is only us'd by the diſbanded officers aid 
bullies; but Zoons is the beaux pronunciation, 

Mock. Zauns. 

Cros. Zauns. 

Rrc, Yes, fir, we wear as we dance; ſmooth, 474 
with a cadence—Zauns ! *'t's harmonious, and pleaſes the 
ladies, becauſe 'tis ſoft. — Zauns, madar—is the only com- 
pliment our great beaux pals on a lady. 

Nock. But ſuppoſe a lady ſpeaks to me, what muſt l 
ſay? | 5 
RI G. Nothing, ſir.—you muſt take ſnuff, grin, ard 
make her an humble cringe thus: 

[He bows foppiſhly, and takes ſnuff: Mockmode im- 

tates him aukwardly; and taking ſnuff, ſr.eezes. 

O 1:x.], fir, you muſt never ſneeze; "tis as unbecomirs 
after Orangeree, as grace after meat, 
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Mock. I thought people took it to clear the brain, 

R16, The beaux have no brains at all, fir; their ſkull is 
perfect ſr.uf-hox; and I heard a phyſician ſwear, who 
open'd one of 'em, that the three diviſtons of his head 
were fill'd with Bourgamot, Orangeree, and Plain Spaniſh, 

Mock. Zauns, I mu lneeze—{Sneezes. ]—Blels me. 
| R1G, O fie, Mr. Mockmode ! what a ruſtical expreſſion 
that is ? ——Bleſs me! you ſhou'd upon ail ſuch occa- 
ſions cry, dem me. You would be as nauſeous to the 
ladies, as one of the old patriarchs, if you us'd that ob- 
« lolete expreflion. 

: Crus. I find that going to the devil is very modiſh in 
1 this town pray, maſter dancing maſter, what religion 
may thele beaux be of ? 

Ris. A ſort of Indians in their religion, they worſhip 
the firſt thing they ſee in the morning. 

4 Mocx. What's that, fir. 

RIS. Their own ſhadows in the glaſs; and ſome of em 
ſuch helliſh faces, that may frighten 'em into devotion. 

Mock. Then they are Indians right, for they worſhip 


af the devil. | 
A RTO. Then you ſhall be as great a bean as any of em. 
. But you muſt be ſure to mind your dancing. 


Mock. Is not muſick very convenient too? can 

| play the Bells and Maiden Fair already. Alamire, Bifabe- 
mi, Ceſolfa, Delaſol, Ela, Effaut, Gefolrent, Ihave 'em 

od all by heart already, But I have been plaguily purzl'd 
about the etymology of theſe notes: and certainly a man 
cannot arrive at any perfection, unleſs he underſtands the 
derivation of the terms. 
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Ris. O lard, fir! that's eaſy. Effaut and Geſolreut 
were two famous German muſicians, and the reſt wete 
Italians. 

Mock. But why are they only ſeven. 


Kro. From a prodigious great baſs-viol with ſeven 


Qtrings, that play'd a jig call'd the Mufick of the Sphetcs, 
The ſeven planets were nothing but fiddle- ſtrin gs. 

Mock. Then your ftars have made you a dancing- 
maſter, | 

RI G. O lard, fir! Pythagoras was a dancing-maſter ; he 
ſhews the creation to be a country dance, where after ſome 
antick Changes, all the parts fell into their places, and 
there they ſtand ready, till the next ſqueak of a philoſo- 
pher's fiddle ſets them a dancing again. 

Crus. Sir, here comes the puſhing-maſter. 

Ris. Then I'll be gone. But yon muſt have a care 
of puſhing, *twill Tpoil the niceneſs of your fleps, Learn 
4 flouriſh} or two; and that's all a beau can have occaſion 
for. 


Enter Nimblewrift. 


Mock. Oh, Mr. Nimblewriſt! | crave you ten thor- 
fand pardons, by the univerſe, 

N1un. That was a home thruſt, Good fir, I hope 
you're for a breathing this morning. [Fakes down a foil.] 
-l afſure you, Mr. Mockmode, you will make an ex- 
cellent ſwordſman; you're as well ſhap'd for fencing 2 
any man in Europe. The duke of Burgundy is juſt of you 
make; he puſhes the fineſt of any man in France, ——— 
$a, ſa, like lightning. 

Mocx. I'm much in love with feacing: but 1 think, 
back ſword is the beſt play. 


{1 
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Nu. Oh lard, fir,——tave you ever been in Prance, 


{ir ? 


Mock. No, fir, but I underſtand the geography of it 


W.-France is bounded on the north with the Rhine. 


Nins. No, fir; a Frenchman is bounded on the north 
with quart, on the ſouth with tierce, and ſoforth, Tis 
2 noble art, fir; and every one that wears a ſword, is 
oblig'd by his tenure to learn. The rules of honour are 
engraved on my hilt, and my blade muſt maintain em- 
My ſword's my herald, and the bloody hand my coat of 
arms. 

Mocx, And how long have you profeſs'd this noble art, 
ſir ? 

Nims. Truly, fir, I ſerv'd an apprenticeſhip to this 
trade, fir. 

Mocx. What are ye a corporation then ? 

Nims, Yes, fir; the ſurgeons have taken us into theirs, 
becauſe we make ſo much work for em- but, as I was 
telling you, fir, I profeſs'd this ſcience till the wars broke 
out; but then, when every body got commiſſions, I put in 
for one, ſerv'd the campaigns in Flanders; and when the 
peace broke out, was diſbanded; ſo among a great many 


ether poor rogues, am forc'd to take to my old trade, 


Now the publick quarrel's ended, I live by private ones. 
[live ſtill by dying, as the ſong goes, fir. While we have 
Engliſh courage, French honour, and Spaniſh blades amoog 
vs, I ſhall live, fir, 


Mocx. Surely your ſword and ſkill did the king great 
ſervice abroad. 


News. Yes, fir; I kill'd above fifteen of our own 
pers by private duels in the camp; fir ; kill'd 'em fairly; 


- ww aye —- - © - 
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kill'd 'em thus, fir, 
parry. 

{Puſhes Mockmode on the ribs, who ſtrikes N:imblewrilt 

over the head, and b:eaks the foil. 

Crus. What's the name of that thruſt, pray, fir ? 

NiB. Oh lard, fir! he did not touch me, not in tlie 
teaſt, ſir ; the foil was crack'd, a palpable crack, 

{Blood runs dow his face, 

Crus. A very palpable crack, tru y. Your {kult is oily 
crack'd, palpably crack'd, that's all. 

Mock. Well, fir, if you pleaſe to teach me my hon- 
ours, My dancing-maſter has forbid me any more, left 
I ſhould di ſcompoſe my ſteps. 

Niu B. Your dancing-maſter is a blockhead, fir. 


Sa, ſa, ſa, ſa, parry, parry, 


Enter Rigadoon, 


Rr G. I forgot my gloves, and fo—— 

Mock. Oh, fir! he calls you a blockhcad, by the uni- 
verſe. 

Ric. Zauns, fir [Foppiſhly. 

Nis. Zauns, fir — [Eluffiſkly, 

RIO | have more wit in the f.le of my foot, than you 
have in your whcle body, 

Nims. Ay, fir; you caperers dance all your brains into 
your heels, which makes you carry ſuch empty noddles, 
Your ratiouals are revers'd, carrying your underſtandings in 
your legs. Your wit is the perfect Antipodes to other 
mens, 

Ris. And what are you, good monſieur, fa, ſa ? Stand 
upon your guard, Mr. Mockmode, he's the greateſt falſifier 
in his art; he'll fill your head ſo full of French principles 
ef honour, that you won't have one of honeſty left, Hi: 


* 
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breaſt-plate there he calls the butt of honour, at which all 
the fools in the kingdom ſhoot, and not one can hit the 
mark, 

N1imsB. You talk of Robin Hood, who never ſhot in his 
dow, fir,—you dancers are the battledoors of the nation, 
that toſs the light forpiſh ſnuttlecocks to and again, to get 
yourſelves in heat. Have a care, Mr, Mockmode; this 
fellow will make a mere graſhopper of you fir, you're 
the grand pimp to foppery and tewdneſs; and the devil and 
2 dancing-maſter, dance a corante over the whole king- 
dom. 

RIS. A pimp, fir! what then, fir! I engage couples 
jato the bed of love, but y-w match 'em into the bed of 
honour, We only juggle people out of their chaſtity, but 
you cheat em out of their lives. We ſhall have you, Mr, 
Mockmode, grinning in the bed of honour, as if you 
laugh'd at the fool who muſt be hang'd for you. 
Which is beſt, Mr. Nimblewiiſt, an eaſy minuet, or a Ty- 
burn jig. 

Nis, Don't provoke my ſword, fir, leſt that art yeu 
ſo revile ſhou'd revenge ittelf ; for every one of you that 
live by dancing, ſhou'd die by puſhing, fir. 

Ris. And every man that lives by puſhing, ſhou'd die 
dancing, | take it. | 

Nims. Zoons, fir * what dy'e mean? 

R16, Nothing, fir:—Tal—dal—deral—{ Dances] This 
takes the ladies, Mr. Mockmore ; this runs away with all 
the great fortunes in town, Tho? you be a fool, a fop, a 
coward, dance well, and you captivate the ladies. The 
moving a man's limbs plainty, does the buſineſs, If you 
want a fortune, come to me.—Talemondal—}cral——— 


[Dances 
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Ntws. No, no, to me, fir—ſa,o!a,—does your buf. 
neſs ſooneſt with a woman : a clean and manly extenſion of 
all your parts, Ha carrying a true point is the matter. 
Sa, fa, ſa, ſa,———defend yourſelf. 

[Puſhes at Rigadoon, who dances and ſings, retiring cf 
the ſtage, 


Enter Bulfinch. 


Burr. Oh goodneſs! what a room's here! cou'd not 
fellows wipe their feet before they came up? and here“ 
ſuch a trippiag and ſuch a ſtamping, that they have broke 
down all the ceiling, You dancing and fencing-maſter: 
have been the downfal of many houſes. Get out of my 
doors; my houſe was never in ſuch a pickle- You 
country gentlemen, newly come to London, like your own 
ſpaniels out of a pond, muſt be ſhaking the water off, and 
beſpatter every body about you. 

[Mockmode having taken ſnuff, offering to ſneeze, 
ſneezes in her face, | 

Mocx., Zauns, madam, [ Sneezes,]-=—Blefſs me 
dem me, I mean, 

BuLL, He's tainted. Theſe curſed flies have blown 
upon him already. 

Mock. Sa, ſa, Defend Flankonade, madam. 

BuL TL. Ah, Mr. Mockmode, my puſhing and dancing 
days are done: but I had a ſon, Mr. Mockmode, that 
wou'd match you—ah, my poor Robin! he dy'd of at 
apoplexy, be was as pretty a young man as ever ſtep'd into 
a black leather ſhoe : he was as like you, Mr. Mockmode, 
as one egg is like another; he dy'd like an Angel—dut |! 
am ſure he might have-recover'd but for the phyſicians 
oh the ſe doQors, theſe doctors 


} 
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Mocx. Bleſs the doctors, I ſay ; for I believe they kill'd 
my honeſt old father. 
BuLL. Ay, that's true. If my Robin had left me an 


eſtate, I ſhou'd have ſaid fo to.. [Cries. 
Mock. Zauns, madam, you muſt not be melancholy, 
madam. 


BuLt, Well, fir, I hope you'll give us the beverage of 
your fine cloaths. I'll aſſure you, fir, they fit you very 
well, and I like your fancy mightily. 

Moeck. Ay, ay, madam. But what's moſt modiſh for 
beverage ? for, I ſuppoſe, the faſhion of that alters always 
with the cloaths, | 

BuLL. The taylors are the beſt judges of that—but 
Champaigne, I ſuppoſe. 

Mock. Is Champaigne a taylor? now, methinks, that 
were a fitter name for a wig-maker=—l think they call 
my wig a Champaigne. 

Burr. You're clear out, fir, clear out. Champaigne is 
2 fine liquor, which all your great beaux drink to make em 
witty, 

Mock. Witty! oh by the univerſe, I muſt be witty. 
I'll drink nothing elſe; I never was witty in all my life. 
| love jokes dearly— here, Club, bring us a bottle of 
what dy'e call it; the witty liquor. 

BuLL. But | thought all you that were bred at the uni- 
verſity ſhou'd be wits naturally. ; 
Mocx. The quite contrary, madam, there's no ſuch 
thing there. We dare not have wit there, for fear of being 
counted rakes. Vour ſolid philoſophy is all read there, 
which is clear another thing. Butaow I will be a wit, by 
the univerſe. 1 muſt get acquainted with the great poets; 

landlady, you muſt introduce me, 


_— — — — 
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Br 1.1, Oh dear me, fir; wou'd you ruin me? introduce 
vou! nv widow dare be teen with a poet, for fear ſhe ſhou'd 
te theught to keep him. 

Mocx. Keep him! what's that? they keep nothing 
but ſhzep in the country: I hope they don't fleece the 
wits ? 

BuLL. Alas, fir; they have no fleeces ; there's a preat 
cry, but little wool. However, if you wou'd be acquaint- 
ed with the poets, I can prevail with a gentleman of my 
acquaintance to introduce you; 'tis one Lovewell, a fine 
gentleman that comes here ſometimes 

Mock. Lovewell! by the univerſe, my rival; I heard 
of him in the country: this puts me in mind of my miſtteſ 
—2auns, I'm certainly become a beau already; for 1 wi 
ſo in love with myſelf, I quite forgot her—l have a note in 


my pocket-book to find her out by— 


{Pulls out a large pocket-book ; turning over the leaves, 
reads to himſelf, 
Six-pence for waſhing. Two-pence to the maid, —— 
Six-pence for ſnuff, —One ſhilling for butter'd ale.—By the 
univerſe, I have loſt the direQions. — Hark ye, madam, 
does this ſame Lovewell come often here, lay you? 

BuLL. Yes, fir, very often there's a lady of his 
acquaintance, a lodger in the houſe, juſt now. 

Mock. A lady of his acquaintance, a lodger in the 
houſe, juſt now; of his acquaintance, do you ſay ? 

BuLL. Yes, and a pretty lady too. 

Mock. And he comes often here, you ſay. By the 
univerſe! ſhou'd 1 happen to logge in the tame houſe with 
my miſtreſs; Igad, t muſt be the lame. Car, you tell 
the woman's name? ſtay——is her name Luciucz ? 
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But Ll. Perhaps it may, fir; but 1 believe ſhe's à wi- 
dow, for the has a young ſon, and I'm ſure 'tis legitimately 


degotten; for it is the braveſt child you ſhall ſee in a ſum- 


mer's day; "tis not like one of our puling brats o' th' town 
here, born with the diſeaſes of half a dozen fathers about 
i, 

Mock. By the univerſe, I don't remember whether 
my milbreſs is maid or widow : but if a widow, ſo much 
the better ; for all your London widows are deviliſh rich, 
they lay, She came in a coach, did ſhe not, madam ? 

BuLL, Yes, fir, yes. 

Moc x. Then 'tis intaliibly ſhe does ſhe not always 
20 out in her coach ? 

BuLL. She has not ſtirr'd abroad ſince ſhe came, fir. 

Mocx. Oh, 1 was told ſhe was very reſerv'd, tho“ 'tis 
very much of a widow, I have often heard my mother 
lay, that ſitting at home and filence, were very becoming 
in a maid; and ſhe has often chid my fiſter Dorothy for 
gadding out to the meadows, and tumbling among the cocks 
with the hay-makers. Igad, I'm the moſt lucky ſon of 2 
whore; I was wrapt in the tail of my mother's ſmock, 
landlady. 


Enter Servant. 


BuLL, Oh, but this lady, fir 

Sex. Madam, here's a gentleman below wants to ſpeak 
with you inſtantly. f ' 

BuLL, With me, child! fir, 1'll wait on you in a mi- 
nate. [Exit with Servant. 
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Enter Club with wine and glaſſes. 
Meek. Is that the witty liquor? come, fill the glaſe 
Now that | have found my miſtreſs; I muſt next find a 


wits, | 
CLus. So you had need, maſter; for they that find; 


miſtreſs, are generally out of their wits 


[Gives him a gli: 

Mack. Come, fill yourſelf, [They jipgle and drink 
But where's the wit now, Club? have you found it ? 

Crus. Igad, maſter, I think 'tis a very good jeſt, 

Mocx. What ? 

Cron. What! why drinking. You'll find, maſter, thi 
this ſame gentleman in the ſtraw doublet, this ſame Wil 
i“ th' Wiſp, is a wit at the bottom. [ Fills. Here, here, 
maſter, how it puns and quibbles in thc glaſs ! 

Mack. By the univerſe, now | have it; the wit lies 
the jjngling : All wit conſiſts moſt in jingling. Hear hoy 
the glaſſes rhime to one another. 

eus. What, maſter, are theſe wits ſo apt to claſh? 

[ Jingles the glaſſes, 

Mocx, Oh by the univerſe, by the univerſe this is wit 

[Breaks em.] My landlady is in the right., I have 0 
ten heard there was wit in breaking glaſſes, It would be 
a very good joke-to break the flaſk now. 

Crus. I find then that this ſame wit is very brittle wit 
but I think, fir, *twere no joke to ſpill the wine. 

Mock. Why, there's the jeſt, ſirrah; all wit confi 
in. laſing; there was never any thing got by't. I fancy thi 
ſame wine is fold at Will's coffee-houſe. Do you knoy tie 
way thither, firrah ? I long to ſee Mr. Comick and Ms 
Tagrhime, with the reſt of em. I wonder how tht) 


28 
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lock! certainly theſe poets, muſt have ſomething extracr- 
dinary in their faces, Of all the rarities in the town, I 
long to ſee nothing more than the Poets and Bedlam... 
Come in, Club; I muſt go practiſe my honours. Tal--dal 
— — [Exit dancing, and Club toping. 


Enter Lovewell and Bulfinch. 
15 BULL. Oh Mr. Lovewe ll] you come juſt in the nick; I 
«| was ready to ſpoil all, by telling him ſhe was a ſtranger, 
and juſt now come. 
Love. Well, dear madam, be cautious for the future; 
tis the moſt fortunate chance that ever befel me. Twere 
hu convenient we had the other lodgers of our fide, 
Vi BuLL. There's no body but Mr. Lyrick; and you had 
re, <5 ſafely tell a ſecret over a groaning-cheeſe as to him. 
Loves, How ſo? 
31 Burr. Why, you muſt know, that he has been lying -in 
a theſe four months of a play; and he has got all the mules 
about him; a parcel of the moſt tattling goſſips. 

Love, Come, come, no more words; but to our buſi- 
nels, I will certainly reward you. But have you any good 
hopes of its ſucceeding ? 

BuLL, Very well of the *ſ{quire's fide. But I'm afraid, 
your widow will never play her part, ſhe's fo aukward, and 
lo ſullen. 

Love. Go you and inſtruct her, while | manage affairs 
abroad, 

BULL, She's always raving of one Roebuck, Prithee 
who is this ſame Roebuck ? Ah Mr, Lovewell, I'm, 
tfraid this widow of yours is ſomething elſe at the bottom; 
I'mafraid there has been a dog in the well. [Exit. 

E 
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Enter Bruſh. 

Love. So, firrah ! where have you left the gentleman} 

Bxvusn, In a friend's houſe, fir, 

Love. What friend ? 

Bxvsn. Why, a tavern, 

Love. What took him there ? 

Br vsH. A coach, fir. 

Levz. How d'ye mean? 

BrvsHn. A coach and fix, fir, no leſs, I'll aſſure you, 
fir, 

Love, A coach and fix! 

Brvusn. Yes, fir, ſix whores and a carted bawd, He 
pick'd *em all up in the ſtreet, and is gone with thi 
ſplendid retinue into the ſun by Covent Garden. I aſk" 
him what he meant ? he told me that he only wanted to 
whet, when the very ſight of 'em turn'd my ſtomach. 

Love, The fellow will have his ſwing, tho' he hang 
for't. However, run to him, and bid him take the name 
of Mockmode; call himſelf Mockmode upon all occaſions: 
and tell him that he ſhall find me here about four in the at , 
ternoon.--Aſk na queſtions, but fly.--So ;--his uturpiog tha! 


name gives him a title to court Lucinda, by which I ſha! ; 

diſcover her inclination to [Exit Bruſh] this Mockmode, i _ 

whoſe coming to town, has certainly occaſion'd her quatt 

with me; while I ſet the hound himſelf upon a Wrong c, 

ſcent, and ten to one provide for miſtreſs Trudge by th' WF _ 

bargain, Tis ſaid one can't be a friend and a lover. 
mi 


But oppoſite to that, this plot ſhall prove, 
I'll ſerve my friend by what aſſiſts my love. [Exit 
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SCENE Locixpa's houſe, 
Enter Leanthe ſola, dreſs'd like a page, 


Ethinks this livery ſuits ill my birth; but ſlave to 
b love I mult not diſobey ? his ſervice 1s the hardeſt 
vaſſalage, forcing the powers divine to lay their Godſhips 


yoor wanderer, have left my country, diſguis'd myſelf fo 
much, I hardly know whether this habit, or my love, be 
blindeſt; to follow one, perhaps who loves me not, tho' 


every breath of hi ſoft words, was paſſion, and every ac- 
cent love, Oh Roebuck ! 


Enter Roebuck, 

Rox B. This is the page, Love's link-boy, that muſt 
light me the way.—How now, pretty boy; has your lady 
beaten you ? ha this lady muſt be 2 Venus, for ſhe has 
got a Cupid in her family, 'Tis a wondrous pretty boy 
(Leanthe ſtarts and ſtares at him. ] but a very comical boy 
hat the devil does he ſtare at? 

LE AX. Oh heav®ns! is the object real, or are my eye, 
falle ? is that Roebuck, or am | Leanthe? I'm afraid he's 
bot the ſame; and too ſure I'm not myſelf [ Weeps, 

Ron. What offence could ſuch pretty innocence com- 
mit, to deſerve a puniſhment to make you cry ? 
Eil Lean. O fir! a wondrous offence, 
Rok z. What was it, my child ? 

E 2 


down to be more Geds, more happy here below, — Thus I, 
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LIAN. I prick'd my finger with a pin, till I made it 

bleed, 

Ro. Such little boys as you ſhou'd have a care of ſharp 

things, 

Lzan. Indeed, fir, we ought ? for it prick'd me ſo deep, 

that the fore went to my very heart. 

Rox B. Poor boy! here's a plaiſter for your ſore fin- 
ger [Gives him gold. 

LEAN. Sir, you had beſt keep it for a ſore finger. 

[Returns i! 

Roxn. O' my conſcience the boy's witty, but not very 

wiſe in returning gold—come, come, you ſhall take it. 
[Forces it upon him, and kiſſes him 

LzAaNn. That's the fitter cure for my ſore finger — b. 
ſame dear lips till. Oh that the tongue within them wer: 
as true! [ Aſide, 

Rots. By heav'ns this boy has the ſofteſt pair of lips! 
ever taſted, I ne'er found before, that ladies kiſs'd the! 
pages; but now if this rogue were not too young, I ſhou« 
ſuſpe he were before-hand with me. Igad, 1 muſt ki 
him again——come you ſhall take the money. [ Kiſſer 

Lx Ax. Oh how he bribes me into bribery |! but wha! 
muſt I do with this money, fir? 

Roxs. You muſt get a little miſtreſs, and treat her wil: 
it, 

Lzav. Sir, I have one miſtreſs already, and they ay, 
no man can ſerve two maſters, much leis two miſtreſle: 
How many miſtreſſes have you, pray? 

Ron g. Umh ! lgad the boy has pos'd me—how rran!, 
child? why, let me ſee.— There was Mrs, Mary, Mr. 
Margaret, Mrs. Lucy, Mrs. Suſan, Mrs. Judy, and fo forts: 

to the number of fire ard twerty, er thereabouts, 


— — _ — 
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Lean. Oh ye powers! and Cid you love em all? 

Ross. Yes, deſperately. I wou'd have drank and 
fought for any one of em: | have ſworn and ly'd to every 
one of 'em, and have lain with 'em all: that's for your 
E encouragement, boy, Learn betimes, youth; young plants 
# hou'd be water'd, Your ſmock- face was made for a cham- 

ber- utenſil. 

Lean, And did not one eſcape ye? 

Ro B. Ves, one did ;,——>— the devil take her. 

Lean. What, don't you love her then? 

Roes, No, faith; but I bear her an amorous grudge till, 
ſomething between love and ſpight I cou'd kill her 
with kindneſs. 

Lean. I don't believe it, fir; you cou'd rt be ſo hard- 
hearted ſure : her honourable paſſion, I think, . 5u'd pleaſe 
you beſt, 

| Roxy, O child! boys of your age are continually read- 
og romances, filling your heads with that old bombaſt of 
love and honour : but when you come to my years, you'll 
underſtand better things. 

Li AN. And mult | be a falſe treacherous viilain when 1 
come to your years, fir ? is falſhood and perjury eſſential to 
the perfect ſtate of manhood ? 

Roes, Pſhaw, children and old men always talk thus 
fooliſhly you underſtand nothing, boy. 

Lr aN. Yes, fir, I have been in love, and much more 
than you, I perceive, 

Kok. It appears then that there's no Service in the 
world ſo educating to a boy, as a lady's. By Jove, this 
ſpark may be older than | imagine Hark ye, fir; do you 
tever pull off your lady's ſhoes and ſtockings ? do you never 
reach her the————pincuſhion? do you never fit on her 
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bed fide, and fing to her? ha !——come, tell me, that! 
my good boy. 
[Makes much of him, 

Lzax. Yes, I do ſing her aſleep ſometimes, 

Ror B. But do you never waken her again? 

LEARN. No, but I conſtantly wake myſelf; my reſt's al- 
ways diſturbed by viſions of the Cevil. 

Rog n. Who wou'd imagine now, that this young ſhare 
cou'd dream of a woman fo ſoon ?—————yyt what ſong, 
does your lady delight in moſt ? 

Lean, Paſſionate ones, ſir; n ſing you one of em, 
you'll ſtay. 

Ron. With all my heart, my little cherubin. The 
rogue is ſond of thewing his parts, corne, begin, 


A SONG: Set by Mr, Richardſon. 


I. 
How bleſ,'d are lovers in diſguiſe ! 
Like Gods they lee, 
As I do thee, 
Unſeen by human eyes, 
F.xpos'd to view, 
I'm hid from you, 
I'm alter*d, yet the ſame : 
The dark conceals me; 
Love reveals me; 
Love which lights me by its flame. 


II. 


Were you not falſe you me wou'd know; 
For tho' your eyes, 
Cou'd not devile, 

Your heart had told you fo, 


* 
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Your heart wou'd beat 
With eager heat, 
And me by ſympathy wou'd find : 
True love might ſce 
One chang'd like me, 
Falſe love is only blind. 


Roes, Oh my little Angel in voice and ſhape! [Kiſſes 


ber.] I con'd wiſh mylelf a female for thy ſake. 


LZ Ax. You're much better as you are, for my ſake, 
1 [ Alide, 
Rots. Or if thou wert a woman, I wou'd : 


Lr Ax. What would you? marry me? wou'd you marry 


me? 


Rok B. Marry you, child ! no, no; I love you too well 
for that, you ſhou'd not have my hand, but all my body at 
once, — But to our buſineſs: is your lady at home? 

Lean. My lady! what buſineſs have you with my lady, 


| pray, fir ? 


Rox H. Don't aſk queſtions. You know Mr. Lovewell. 

LA. Yes, very well. He's my great friend, and one 
| wou'd ſerve above all the world but his ſiſter, 

Rogen, His ſiſter —ha, that gives me a twinge for my 
hn,Pray, Mr. Page, was Leanthe well when you left 
her ? 

LI AV. Yes, fir ; but wondrous melancholy, by the de- 
parture of a dear friend of her's to another world. 

Roxn. Oh that was the perſon mention'd in her letter, 
whoſe departure occaſion'd your departure for England. 

Lean. That was the occaſion of my coming, too ſure, 


fir ;———ob, 'twas a dear friend to me! the loſs makes 
me weep, 
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Ror B. Poor tender-hearted creature but J {till find 
there was not a word of me pray, good boy, let your 
miſtreis know, here's one to wait on her, 

Lzan. Your buſineſs is from Mr, Lovewell, I ſuppoſe, 
fic, 

Rots, Yes, yes. b 

LIAN. Thea ['ll go. [Exit, 

Ror B. I've thrown my caſt, and am fairly in for't, But 
a'n't | an impudent dog? had I as much gold in ny 
breeches, as braſs in my face, I durſt attempt a whole 
nunnery, This lady is a reputed virtue of good fortune 
and quality, I am a rakehelly raſcal, not worth a groat; 
and without any further ceremony, am going to debauch 
her, Fut hold :—ſhe does not know that I'm this rakehel} 
raſcal, and I know that ſhe's a woman, one of eighteen 
too; beautiful, witty.-O* my conicience, upon fecon 
thoughts, I am not ſo very impudent neither.<Now as tn 
my management, l'Il firſt try the whiriag addreſſes, and 
lee if ſhe'll bleed in the ſoft vein, 


Enter Lucinda. 


Lec. Have you any buſineſs with me, fir ? 

Rox ß. Thus look'd the- forbidden fruit, luſcious 200 
tempting. 'Tis ripe, and will ſoon fall, if one will ſhake 
the tree, : [ Aſide, 

Luc. Have you any buſineſs with me, fir? 

[Comes neare!, 

Pots. Yes, madam, the bus'neſs of mankind, to ador: 
you: — my love, like my blood, circulates thro' my veins, 
and at every pulſe of my heart, animates me with a fich 
paſſion.ä— Wonder not, madam, at the power of your ej, 
whole pointed darts have ſtruck on a young and tende 
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Heart, which they eaſily pierced, and which, unaccuſtom- 
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d to ſuch wounds, finds the ſmart more painful. 

Lean. pee ps.] Oh traitor! juſt ſuch words he ſpake to 
me. | 

Luc. Hey day; I was never ſo attack'd in all my life. 
In love with me, fir! did you ever ſee me before ? 

Rozen, Never, by Jove.—[ Aſide.) Oh, ten thouſand 


times, madam. Your lovely idea is always in my view, 
either aſleep or awake, eating or drinking, walking, fitting 


Wor ſtanding ; alone, or in company, my fancy wholly ſeeds 


3 


pon your dear image, and every thought is you no- 
have | told about fifteen lies in a breath. { Alide, 

Luc, I ſuppoſe, fir, you are ſome conceited young 
ſcribler, who has got the benefits of a fiſt play in your 
pocket, and are now going, a fortune-hunting. 

Rot. But why, a ſcribler, madam ? are my cloaths ſo 
coarſe, as if they were ſpun by thoſe lazy ſpinſters the 
muſes; does the parting of my fore-top ſhew ſo thin, as if 
it reſembled the two withered tops of Parnaſſus? do you 
ſce any thing peculiarly whimfical or ill natur'd in my 
face? is my countenance ſtrain'd, as if my head were dif- 
turted by a ſtrangury of thought? is there any thing proud- 
ly, flovenly, or affectedly careleſs in my dreſs ? do my hands 
look like paper-moths? 1 think, madam, 1 have nothing 
poetical about me. 

Luc, Yes, fir, you have wit enough to talk like a fool; 
and are fool enough to talk like a wit. 

Roes, You call'd me a poet, madam, and I know no 
better way of revenge, than to convince you that I am one 
by my impudence. [Offers to kiſs her hand. 

Loc. Then make me a copy of verſes upon that, ſir, 

[Hits him on the ear, and Exit, 
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Leanthe entering. 
How do'ye like the ſubject, fir ? 
RozB. Tis a very copious one—s[ Spitting. It hi 

made my jolls rhime in my head, This it is to be thong 

a poet; every minx mult be caſting his profeſſion in H 

teeth, What! gone 7 
LE AN. Ay, ſhe knows that making verſes requires (cl. 

tude and retirement. 4 
Roxs, She certainly was afraid I intended to beg lear 

to dedicate ſomething If ever I make love like a poetic 

fool again, may I never receive any favour but a ſubject e 

a copy of verſes, 


Re-enter Lucinda, 


Luc, 1 won't diſmiſs him thus, for fear he lampo:: 
me. Well, fir, have you done them ? 

Rox. Yes, madam, will you pleaſe to read? 

[Catches her and kiſſes her three or four time: 

LEAv. Oh, heaven! I can never bear it. 

I muſt deviſe ſome means to part 'em. [Exit 

Luc, Sir, your verſes are too rough and conſtrain'l. WW: 
However, becaule I gave the occaſion, I'll pardon what on 
paſt. 

RoxB, By the Lord, ſhe was angry only becauſe I WF |; 
not make the firſt offer to her lips, [ Aſide, I Then, m- 
dam the peace is concluded? 

Luc. Ves, and therefore both parties ſhou'd draw out d 
the field. ha 

Ro B. Not till we make reprizals. I make peace wit: S. 
my ſword in hand, madam, and till you return my beat, iff er 


LOVE and a BOTTLE. 47 


Which you have taken, or your own in exchange, I will 
not pat up. And lo, madam, I proclaim open war again.— 


a [Catches her. 


ugh: 


by 


Enter Leanthe. 


: Lr Au. Oh, madam! yonder's poor little Crab, your 
ipdog, has got his head between two of the window-bars, 
nd is like to be ſtrangled, 

| [The dog howls behind the ſcenes, 
* Lrc. Oh lard, my poor Crabby ! I muſt run to the reſ- 
cue of my poor dog! I'll wait on you inſtantly, 
come, come, page—poor Crabby! [Exit with Leanthe. 
Rotz. Oh the devil choak Crabby ! Well, 1 find 
there's much more rhetorick in the lips than the tongue, — 
Had buſs been the firſt word of my courtſhip, I might have 
$eain'd the out-works by this. Impudence in love, is like 
courage in war; tho' both blind chances, becaule women 
and fortune rule them. 


3 
Coli * 
Eat 
tic 


t fo 


Re-enter Leanthe. 


Leav,. Sir, my lady begs your pardon ; there's ſome- 
thing extraordinary happen'd, which prevents her waiting 
on you, as ſhe promis'd, 

Rot s. What, has monſieur Crabby rubb d ſome of the 
hairs off his neck ? has he diſorder'd his pretty ears? ſhe 
w-n't come again then? 

LIAN. No, fir, you muſt excuſe her. 

Roß Then I'll go and be drunk.-Hark'e, firrah; 1 

| have half a dozen delicious creatures waiting for me at the 
vit Sun; you ſhall along with me and have your choice, III 
art, i enter you into the ſchool of Venus, child. Tis time you 
tad loſt your maidenhead, you're too old for playthings. 


| 
1 
| 
j 
1 
| 
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Lr Av. Oh heavens! I had rather he ſhou'd ſtay tha 
go there. [Afide.) But why will you keep ſuch company, 
ur? 

Ro B. Nay, if you're for advice, farewell, 

Men of ripe underſtandivg ſhou'd always deſpiſe, 
What babes only practice, and dotards adviſe. 
[Exit ſinging 

Lxan. Wild as wind, and as unconfin'd as air—yet| 
may reclaim him. His follies are weakly founded, upoi 
the principles of honour, where the very foundation help: 
to undermine the ſttucture. How charming wou'd virtu 
look in him, whoſe behaviour can add a grace to the ut 
ſeemlineſs of vice 


Enter Lucinda. 

Luc. What is the gentleman gone? 

Lean. Yes, madam. He was inſtantly taken ill with 4 
violent pain in his ſtomach, and was forc'd to hurry away 
in a chair to his lodgin:, 

Luc. O poor gentleman! he's one of thoſe conceitel 
fools that think no female can refiſt their temptations 
Blockheads, that imagine all wit to conſiſt in blaſphemiog 
heav'n and women Il feed his vanity, but ſtarve 
his love. 


And may all coxcombs meet no better fate, 
Who doubt our ſex's virtue or dare prompt our hate, 
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& CEN E Lyrick's chamber in widow Bulfinch's houle; 
; papers ſcatter'd about the table, himſelf fitting writing 
ina night-gown and cap, 


; Lys, Two as good lines as ever were written—{Rifing.] 
J;:d 1 ſhall maul theſe topping fellows—lays Mr. Lee, 


Al. et there be not one glimpſe, one ſtarry ſpark, 
« But Gods meet Gods, and juſtle in the dark.“ 


$6495 little Lyrick, 


« Let all the lights be burnt out to a ſnufl, 
« And Gods meets Gods and play at blind-man s-buff.“ 


Very well! 
„And Gods meet Gods and ſo—fall out and cuff.” 


That's much mended. They're as noble lines as ever were 
penn'd, Oh! heie comes my damn'd mule; I am always 
in the humour of writing eleęy after a little of her inſpi- 

of ration, 


ne, Enter Bulfinch, 

og Zu L. Mr, Lyrick, what do you mean by all this? here 

ve vou have lodg'd two years in my houſe, promis'd me eigh- 
teen pence a week for your lodging, and | have ne'er re- 
ceiv'd eighteen farthings, not the value of that, Mr. Ly- 
rick, [Snaps with her fingers.] You always put me off with 
telling me of your play, your play—fir, you ſhall play no 
more with me, l'm in earneſt, 

Lys. This living on love is the dgareft lodging=a man's 

*ternally duan'd, tho' perhaps he tas leſs of one ready coin 


—— — 
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than t'other—There's more trouble in a play than yy 
imagine, madam. f 

BUL. There's more trouble with a lodger than ya 
think, Mr. Lyrick. 

LVR. Firfi, there's the decorum of time. 

BULL. Which you never oblerve: for you keep t:Wy" 
worlt hours cf any ſodger in town, Jet 

Lex. Then there's the exactneſs of character. eee 

Burr. And you have the moſt ſcandalous one J err 
heard. 

LVR. Then there's laying the drama. Wla 

BuLi. Then you foul my napkins and towels, po 

Lys, Then there ere preparations of incidents, work 
ing the paſſions, beauty of expreffions, cloſeneſs ut pete 
juſtneſs of place, tura of language, opening the cata-W3 
trophe. 

BuL1, Then you wear out my ſheets, burn my fire as 
candle, dirty my houie, eat my meat, deſtroy my drin,; 
wear out my furniture have lent yeu money out of my 
pocket. 


Lyx, Was ever poor rogue ſo ridden ? if ever the muſe * 
had a horie, I am he,——Paith, madam, poor Pegaſus i 2 
jaded. * 

Burt. Come, come, fir, he ſhan't flip his neck cut M 
the collar for all that. Money I will have, and money! 
muſt have; let your play and you both be damn'd, 4 

LVR. Well, madam, my bookſeller is to bring me ſome jol 
twenty guineas for a few ſheets of mine preſently, which | 
hope will free me from your ſheets, 0, 


Burr. My ſheets, Mr. Lyrick ! pray what d'ye mean 
I'll aſſure you, fir, my ſheets are finer than any of you 
muſes ſpinning - marry come up. 
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Lyx. Faith you have {pun me ſo tine, that you have al- 
Wnoſt crack'd my thread of life, as may appear by my 
„ riadle-ſhanks. 

"= Bull. Why ſure— where was your Thalia and your 
lelpomene, when the taylor Wou'd have ſtripped you of 
our ſilk waiſtcoat, and have clapped you cn a ſtone doub- 
Jet? wou'd all your golden verſes have paid the ſerjcant's 
Wes ? 

Lys. Truly, you freed me from Gaol, to confine me in 
= dungeon; you did not ranſom me, but bought me as a 
Wave; fo, madam, I'll purchaſe my freedom as ſoon as 
pofſible. Fleſh and blood can't bear it. 

BuLL, Take your courſe, fir ;-—there were a couple of 
rentlemen juſt now to enquire for you; and if they come 
22in, they ſhan't be put off with the old ſtory of your be- 
ing abroad, Ill promiſe you that, fir, [ Exit. 

Lys. Zoons! if this bookſeller does not bring me mo- 


ICY, 


TW 


EAR 


Enter Pamphlet. 


Oh! Mr. Pamphlet, your ſervant. Have you perus'd my 
poems ? 

Pau. Yes, fir; and there are ſome things very well, 
extraordinary well, Mr. Lyrick: but I don't think em for 


4 b my purpoſe - poetry is a mere drug, fir, 
o Lys, Is that becauſe | take phyfick when I write ?—- 
damn this coſlive fellow, now he does not apprehend the 
ome N 

h joke, [ Aſides 
; Pam, No, fir, but your name does not recommend 'em. 
* One muſt wiite himſelt into a conſumption before he gain 
| * 


reputation, 
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Ly. That's the way to lie in bed when his name's un 
Now'l lie a-bed before I can gain reputation, 

Pam, Why fo, fir? 

Ly Kr. Becauſe 1 have ſcarcely any cloaths to put on- 
if ever man did penance in a white ſheet 

Pam. You ſtand only ſometimes in a white ſheet fv 
your offences with your landlady. Faith, I have ofta 
wonder'd how your muſe cou'd take ſuch flights, yok'd t 
ſuch a cart load as ſhe is. 

Lys. Oh! they are like the Iriſh horſes, they draw be{ 
by the tail, —have you ever ſeen any of my burleſque, M. 
Pamphlet? I have a proje of turning three or four of or 


moſt topping fellows into doggerel. As for example—— 
Read 


« Conqueſt with laurels has our arms adorn'd, 
„And Rome in tears of blood our anger mourn'd.“ 
Now, © Butchers with roſemary have cur beef adorn'd, 
« Which has in gravy tears our hunger mourn'd,” 


WEI —— 


How ed'ye like it, Mr. Pamphlet, ha? 


Like Gods we paſs'd the rugged Alpine hills, 
© Melted our way, and drove our hifling wheels; 
©. Thro* cloudy deluges, eternal rills,” 


Now obſerve Mr. Pamphlet; pray obſerve, 


Like razors keen, our knives cut paſſage clean 
« Through rills of fat, and deluges of lean,” 


PAM. Very well, upon my ſoul. 

Ly. Huil'd dreadful fire and vinegar infus'd.” 

Pam. Ay, fir, vinegar! how patly that comes in far 
the beef, Mr. Lyrick ! *tis all wondrous fine indeed. 
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"_ Lys. This is the moſt ingenious fellow of his trade that 
| have ſeen; he underſtands a good thing—[ Afide.] But 
a5 to our bus'neſs—what are you willing to give for theſe 
poems ? prithee ſay ſomething, there are about three 
T thouſand lines, Here, take 'em for a couple of 
guineas. 

Pan. No, fir, paper is ſo exceflive dear that I dare not 
venture upon 'em. 

Lys, Well becauſe you're a friend I'll beſtow 'em, up- 
on you, ——-— Here, take cm all There's the 
hopes of a dedication till, [ Aſide. 

Pam, I give you a thouſand thanks, fir; but I dare not 
venture the hazard; they*!l never quit coſt indeed, fir. 

Ly. This fellow's one of the greateſt blockheads that 
ever was member of a corporation now ſhall I be 


1eveng'd ? 


, Enter Boy. 


Boy, Sir, there are two men below deſire to have the 
— MW tonour of kiſſing your hand, 
Lys. They muſt be knaves or fools by their fulſome 
compliment. Hark 5e [Whiſpers the boy]J-—bid 
'em walk up. : 
Pam, Since you have got company, fir, VII take my 
leave, 
Lys, No, no, Mr. Pamphlet, by no means! we muſt 
drink before we part. Boy, a pint of ſack and a toaſt, 
Theſe are two gentlemen out of the country, who will be 
for all the new things lately publiſh'd; they'll be good 
\ far Piſtomers—come, fit down—you have not ſeen my play 
yet, Here take the pen and if you ſec any thing amiſs, 
Vol. I. F 
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correct it; I'll go bring em up—ſtay, lend me your hat 
and wig, or I ſhall take cold going down ſtairs. 
[He takes Pamphlet's hat and wig, and puts his cx 
on Pamphlet's head, 
Pau. [Solus.] This is a right poetical cap; 'tis bay. 
the out · ſide, and the lining fuſtian I Reading] —thit 
is all ſtuff, worſe than his poems, 


Enter two Bailiffs behind him, and clap him on the 
ſhoulder, 


1 BAL. You're the king's priſoner, 

Pau. That's a good fancy enough, Mr, Lyrick. P. 
pray don't interrupt me, I'm in the belt ſcene 1820 
the drama is very well laid. 

2 Bail. Come, fir. 

Pam. Well, well, fir, I'll pledge ye, Prithee nos, 
good Mr, Lyrick, don't diſturb me 


& And furious lightnings brandich'd in her eyes.“ 


That's true ſpirit of poetry, 
1 Bait. Zoons, fir, do you banter us? 
[Takes him under the arm, and hauls bimuy 
Pam, gentlemen—] beg your pardon, How dye le 
the city, gentiemen ? If you have any occafion for bous 
to carry into the country, | can furniſh you as well as an 

8 man about Paul's. Where's Mr. Lyrick. 
| 1 Bail. Theſe wits are damnable cunning, I alwiy: 
have double fees for arreſting one of you wits, All vw 
evaſions won't do; we underſtand trap, fir; you mull ad 

think to catch old birds with chaff, fir, 

Pam. Zoons, gentlemen, I'm not the perſon, I'm 1 
freeman of the city; I have good effects, geutleme: 
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good effects. D'ye think to make a fool of me? I'ma 
baokſeller, no poet. 

2 Bait, Ah, fir, we know what you are by your fool's 
cap there, 

1 Ba1L. Yes, one of your wits wou'd have paſs'd upon 
us for a corn- cutter yeſterday; and was ſo like one, we had 
almoſt belĩev'd him. [Hauls him. 

Pau. Why, gentlemen, gentlemen, officers, have a lit- 
tle patience, and Mr, Lyrick will come up ſtairs. 

1 Bail, No, no; Mr. Lyrick ſhall go down ſtairs. He 
wou'd have us wait till ſome friends come in to reſcue him. 
Ah! thele wits are deviliſn cunning. 

[Exeunt hauling Pamphlet. 


Enter Lyrick, Mockmode, and Club; Lyrick dreſs'd. 
LVX. Ha, ha, ha, Very poetical, faith; a good plot 
for a play, Mr. Mockmode; a bookſeller bound in calves 


| leather, — Ha, ha, ha.—How they walk'd al.ng like the 


three volumes of the Engliſh Rogue ſqueezed together on 
a ſhelf. 

Mock. What was it? what was it, Mr. Lyrick ? 

Lys. Why, | :ma ſtateſman, fir,—1 can't but laugh to 
think how they'll ſpunge the ſheei, before the errata be 
blotted out; and then how he'il hamper the dogs for falſe 
impriſonment. | 

Mock. But pray what's the matter, Mr. Lyrick ? 

Lys, Nothing, fir, but a ſhirking bookſeller that ow'd 
me about forty guineas for a few lines. He wou'd have 
put me off, fo I ſent for a couple of bull-dogs, and arreſted 
him, 

Moc x. O Lord! Mr. Lyrick, honeſty's quite out of 


vors; "tis a rate thing to find a man that's a true friend 
F 2 


| 
| 
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true friend is a rare thing indeed! Mr. Lyrick, will yes 
be my friend? I only want that accompliſhment. I have 
got a miſtreſs, a dancing and fencing maſter; and now | 
want only a ſriend to be a fine gentleman, 

LYER. Have you never had a friend, fir? 

Meck. Yes, a very honeſt fellow; our friendſhip com- 
menc'd in the college-cellar, and we lov'd one another like 
two brothers, till we unluckily fell out afterwards at 
game of tables, 

Lys. I find then that neither of you loſt by the ſetting: 
[Aſide. ] But my ſhort acquaintance can't recommend me t9 
ſuch a truſt, 

Mock. Fſhaw, acquaintance !=———you muſt be 
man of honour, as you'te a poet, fir, 

Lyx. But what uſe wou'd you make of a friend, fir? 

Mock. Only to tell my ſecrets to, and be my ſecond.— 
Now, fir, a wit muſt be beſt to keep a ſecret ; becauſe 
what you ſay to one's prejudice will be thought malice. 
Then you muſt have a deviliſh deal of courage by you 
heroic writing, 


E —_ 
ho oe ane EPL C6 


. & 


« But know, that I alone am King of me.“ 


Heav'ns! fure the author of that lige muſt be a plaguy 
ſtout fellow ; it makes me valiant as Hector when I read it, 

Lys. Sir, we ſtick to what we write as little as divine; 
to what they preach—beſides, fir, there are other qualif- 
cations requiſite in a friend, he muſt lend you money, 
Now, fir, I can't be that friend, for 1 want forty guine, 

Mock. Sir, I can lend you fifty upon good ſecurity. 
Twas the laſt word my father {poke upon his death - bei 
*hat 1 ſhou'd never lend money without ſecurity, 


fir 


— 
Ce 
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Ly E. Pie, fir! ſecurity from a friend, and a man of 
Honour by his profeſſion too 
Mocx. By the univerſe that's true, you are my friend, 
Then ['l] tell you a ſecret. [They whiſper. 
Crus. Now will this plaguy wit turn my noſe out of 
ſoint -I was my maſter's friend before, tho* I never found 
the knack of borrowing money; tho? I have receiv'd ſome 
marks of his friendſhip, ſome ſound drubs about the head 
and ſhoulders, or ſo. 1 have been bound for him too in the 
| ſtocks, for his breaking windows very often, 
Lys, Mr. Mockmode, you may be impos'd upon. I 
wou'd ſee this lady you court. I know Mr. Lovewell has 
2 miſtreſs nam'd Lucinda; but that ſhe lodges in this houſe 
l much doubt. 
Mock. Impos'd upon ! that's very comical.— Ha, ha, 
ha! you ſhall ſee, ſir; ceme pray, fir, you're my friend. 
Lys, Nay, pray, indeed, fir, I beg your [They compli- 
ment for the door, ] pardon, you're a ſquire, fir, 


ar 


[0 


* Mock. Zauns, fir, you lie, I'm not a fool; I'll take an 

ce. afFront from no man. Draw, fir. [ Draws, 

„ CLvn. Draw, fir,—lgad I'll put his noſe out of joint 
now, 


Lys. Unequal numbers, gentlemen, 
Crus. I'm only my maſter's friend, his ſecond, or ſo, 


| fir, 

p t Lys, What's the matter, noble ſquire ? 

nei . . 

like Mock. You lie again, fir, Zauns, draw, 

ney, [Strikes him with his ſword. 
*. Lys, Ha! a blow !-=Eſſex, a blow——m—yet I will 

ve calm, 
* Crus. Zoons, draw, fir. [Strikes him. 


Lys, Oh patience, heaven thou art my friend till, 
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Mock. You lie, fir. 

Lyr. Then thou art a traytor, a tyrant, a monſter, 
Mock. Zauns, fir, you're a ſon of a whore and a raſcal, 
Crus. A ſcribler. 

Lyn. Ah, ah, —that ſtings home.—Scribler! 

Mock. Ay, fſcribler, ballad- maker. 

Lyn. Nay then — 

1 and the Gods will fight it with you all. [ Draws. 


Enter Roebuck drunk and ſinging. 


France ne'er will comply 
ill her claret runs dry; 
Then let's pull away to defeat her: 
He hinders the peace, 
Who refuſes his glaſs, 
And deſerve: to be hang'd for a traytor. 


Now, my myrmidons, fall on; I have taken off the ods; 
Dub a dub, dub a dub, to the bottle. [ Sings, 


Zoons, gentlemen, why don't you fight? blood, fight, 
Oblige me ſo ſar as to fight a little; 1 long to ſee a little 
port. 

LVR. Sir, 1 ſcorn to ſhew ſport to any man. [Puts vp, 

Mock. And ſo do I by the univerſe. 

CLUB. And I by the univerſe, 

I. vn. I ſhall take another time, (Exit, 

Ror s. Here, raical, take your chopping - knife — 
[Gives Club his ſword.] And bring me a joint of thi: 
coward's fleſh for your maſter's ſupper fly, dog. 

[Takes him by the noſe. 

Crus. Ab that fellow's likelieſt to put wy not 

out of joint. 
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Ror z. Now, fir, tell me, how you durſt be a cowara. 
Mocx. Coward, fir! I'm a man of a great eſtate, fir; 
have five thouſand acres of good fighting ground as any 
in England, good Terra firma, fir; coward, fir! have a 
Care what you ſay, fir—my father was a parliament-man, 
@ ſir, and | was bred at the college, fir. 

Ross. Oh then I know your genealogy ; your father was 
a ſenior fellow, and your mother was an air-pump, You 
Vere ſuckled by Platonick ideas, and you have ſome of 
your mother's milk in your noſe yet. 

Mock. Form the propoſition by mode and figure, fir. 

Roxs, I told you ſce—blow your noſe, child; and have 
a care of dirting your philoſophical Slabbering-bib, 

Mock. What d'ye mean, fir ? 

Ro. Your ſtarch'd band, ſet by mode and figure, ſir, 

Mock. Band, fir!—this fellow's blind drunk; I wear a 
cravat, fir. 

Ror g. Then ſet a good face upon the matter. Throw 
of childiſhneſs and folly, with your hanging fleevess Now 
+ ou have left the univerſity, learn, learn. 
ttle Mock. This fellow's an atheiſt, by the univerſe? I'll 
take notice of him, and inform againſt him for being drunk, 
pray, fir, what's your name? 

Rog. My name! by the Lord, I have forgot.—Stay, I 
ſhall think on't by and by. 

0 Mo ck. Zauns, forget your own name! your memory 

mult be very ſhort, fir, 

that Rox n. Ay, ſo it ſeems, for I was but chriſten'd this 
morning, and I have forgot it already. 

noſe. Mock. Was your worſhip then Turk, or Jew before 

no knew be was ſome damn'd bloody dog. [Afide, 
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Roxs. Sir, I have been Turk, or Jew rather, ſince; 
for I have got a plaguy heatheniſh name—pox on't 0 
now I have it.—Mo—Mock—mc—Mockmode. 

Mocx. Mockmode! Mockmode ! fir, pray how do you 
ſpell it? 

Ro B. Go you to your A, B, C, you came laſt from 
the univerſity. 

Moc k. Sir, I'm call'd Mockmode.— What family are 
you of, Sir? 

Ro EB. What family are you of, fir ? 

Mock. Of Mockmode- Hall in Shropſhire, 

Rox B. Then I'm of the ſame; I believe, fir, that you 
and 1 are near relations. 

Mock. Relations! fir, there are but two families; my 
father's, who is now dead; and his brother colonel Peace- 
able Mockmode, | 

Ro RB. Ay, ay, the very ſame colonel Peaceable—ls he 
not the colonel of Militia ? 

Mock. Yes, ir, 

Rots. And was he not the high ſheriff of the count; 
laſt year ? 

Mock. The very ſame, fir. 

Rory. The very ſame; I'm of that family,u==—= A: 
your father dy'd about let me ſee — 

Mock. About half a year ago. 

Rox Bs. Exactly; by the ſame token you got drunk at 
a hunting match, that very day ſevennight he was bu- 

'd. 

2 * K. This fellow's a witeh— But it looks very ſtrange 
that you ſhou'd be chriſten'd this morning. I'm ſure your 
Godfathers had a plaguy deal to anſwer for. 

Ro EB. Oh, fir, I'm of age to anſwer for my ſelf. 
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Mock. Onc wou'd not think ſo, you're ſo forgetful, 
is two and twenty years ſince I was chriſten'd, and I can 
remember my name ſtill. 
Rox z. Come, we'll take a glaſs of wine, and that will 
5 clear our underſtanding, We'll remember our friends. 
Mock. You muſt excuſe me, ſir.— This is ſome ſharper, 
| [Aſide 
| Roxs. Nay, prithee couſin, good couſin Mockmode, one 
E glaſs, I know you are an honeſt fellow. We muſt remem- 
ber our relations in the country indeed, fir. 
Moc k. Oh, fir, you're ſo ſhort of memory you can 
never call 'em to mind. You have forgot yourſelf, fir ; 
| Mockmode is an heatheniſh name, fir, and all that, fir: 
and fo I beg your pardon, fir [ Exit, 
Rox B. Now were I lawyer enough, by little inquiry in- 
to that fellow's concerns, I cou'd bring in a falle deed to 
cheat him of his eſtate, 


Eater Bruſh, 


Where the devil is thy maſter? you ſaid I ſhou'd find him 
here, 
Bavsn, Tis impoſſible for you, or me, or any body to 

And find him. 

Roes, Why? 

Brxusu. Becauſe he has loſt himſelſ. The devil has made 
K af 1 jugler's ball of him, I believe. He's here now; then, 
by- BY Preſto, paſs in an inſtant. He has got ſome damn'd bus'neſs 

to-day in hand. 

inge Rorz. Ay, ſo it ſeems— I muſt be ſquire Mockmode, 
your i = .onourable miſtreſs in the devil's name! Well, let my 


my 
CE 


lober thinking friend plot on, and lay traps to catch futu- 


em for holding faſt to the preſent have got about 
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twenty guineas in my pocket; and whilſt they laſt, the 
devil take George if he thinks of futurity ; I'll go hand in 
hand with fortune, 


She is an honeſt, giddy, recling punk, 
My head, her wheel, turn round, and ſo we both art 


drunk, 
[Exit recling 


. 
SCE N E, Lucinda's houſe, 


Enter Leanthe and Pindreſs followi.:g with a paper « 
ſweet-meats in her hand, 


Pin, E RE, here, page, your lady has ſent you ſome 
ſweet-meats; but indeed you ſhan't have 'er 
*till you hire me. 

LEAN. She ſent ſour ſauce, when ſhe made you tte 
bearer, [ Afide, 

Pin, Prithee now, what makes you conſtantly fo me- 
lancholy ? come, you mult be merry, and ſhall be merry; 
I'll get you ſome play-things. 

Lr Ax. I believe you want play-things more than I- 
But I wou'd be private, Pindreſs. 

Piv, Well, my child, I'll be private with you: boys and 
girls ſhou'd (till be private together; we may be as retirc 
as we pleaſe; for my miſtreſs is reading in her cloſet, and 
all the ſervants are below, -But what concerns have you” 


A. 
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the 2 ſure, ſuch a little boy can have no great bus'neſs in 
bivate. 
E Lean, I will try thee for once. [Aſide. Ves, Mrs. 


I in 


are 


ing 


Pindreſs, I have great inclination 


Pix. To what? to do what, fir ?- don't name it 
Wis all in vain - you ſhan't do it; you need not aſk it, 
Ax. Only to kiſs you. [Kiſſes her. 
Pix. Oh fie, fir! indee I'll none of your kiſſes. Take 
back again, [Kiſſes him.] Is not the taſte of the ſweet- 
Meats very pretty about my lips? 

# Lian, Oh hang your liquoriſh chaps z you'd fain be lick- 


12 your lips, I find that, 


Pix. Indeed, Mr, Page, I won't pay you the kiſſes you 


on from me laſt night at croſs- purpoſes; and you ſhan't 
hink to keep my pawn neithei,.-Pray give me my Hun- 
ary bottle,—As I hope to be ſav'd, I will have my Hun- 
y bottle, -[Rummaging him.]—I'm ſtronger than you — 
'll carry you in, and throw you upon the bed, and take it 
rom you. [Takes him up in her arms, 


Leax, Help! help! I ſhall be raviſh'd! help! help! 


Enter Lucinda, 


Luc. What's the matter? oh bleſs me! 

Pix. Oh dear, madam, this unlucky boy had almoſt 
»il'd me, did not your ladyſhip hear me cry I ſhou'd be 
aviſh'd? 1 was ſo weak, I cou'd not reſiſt the little ſtrong 


rogue, he whip'd me up in his arms, like a baby; and had 


not your ladyſhip come in 


Luc, What, firrah ! wou'd you debauch my maid, you 
little cock -fparrow ? muſt you be billing too? I have 2 
great mind to make her whip you, ſtrrah. 
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Pix. Oh dear, madam, let me do't. I'll take him in; 
the room, and I will ſo chaſtiſe him. 

Luc. But do you think you'll be able, Pindreſs? J. 
ſend one of the men to help you. 

Pix. No, no, madam : I cou'd manage him with ore 
hand—ce here, madam. 

[Takes him in her arms, and is running aw 

Luc. Hold, hold! is this you that the little ſtrong rogut 
had almoſt raviſh'd ? he ſnatch'd you up in his arms like 
a baby ah Pindreſs, Pindreſs! I ſee you're very weak 1n- 
deed.—Are not you aſham'd, girl, to debauch my litt 
boy ? 

PI. Your ladyſhip gave me orders to make him merr, 
and divert his melancholy; and I know no better wy 
than to teize him a little. I'm afraid the boy is troub|'t 
with the rickets, and a little ſhaking, madam, wou'd d 
him ſome 2500, 

Lean, I'm tir'd with impertinence, and have other 
bus neſs to mind. [ Aſide, Exit, 

Pix. I hope your ladyſhip entertains no ill opinion i 
my virtue. 

Luc. Truly | don't know what to think on't : but I' 
ſo good an opinion of your ſenſe, as to believe you wou'l 
not play the fool with a child. 

PI w. We're all ſubject to playing the fool, if you con- 
tinue your reſolution in marrying the firſt man that aſks yuu 
the queſtion, 

Luc, No, my mind's chang'd; I'll never marry as 
man. 

Pin. I dare ſwear that reſolution breaks ſooner than the 
former. [Aſide.] Ah, madam, madam! if you never be- 
lieve man again, you muſt never be woman again; fe 
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Wo) we are as cunning as ſerpents, we are naturally as 
Wexible too. Speak ingenuouſly, madam, if Mc. Lovewell 
$.ou'd, with an amorous whine, and ſuppliant cringe, tell 
| ou a formal ſtory, contrary to what we ſuſpect ; wou'd 
Hou not believe him? 
Loc. What, believe his vain aſſertions, before the de- 
Pondration of my ſenſes! No, no; my love's not ſo blind. 
Did not ſee his miſs and his child; did not I behold him 
ing her money; did | not hear him declare, he would 
Ettle her in a lodging? 
Pix. But, madam, upon ſerious reflection, where's the 
reat harm in all this? moſt ladies wou'd be over-joy'd at 
uch a diſcovery of their lover's ability. The child ſeem'd 
luſty chopping boy, and, let me tell you, madam, it muſt 
exluſty chopping boy that got it. 
Luc, Urge no farther in his defence; he's a villain, and 
f all villains I hate moſt an hypocritical one. The ladies 
ve him the epithet of modeſt, and the gentlemen that of- 
ober Lovewel!; Now methinks, ſuch a piece of debauch- 
be fits fo auk wardly on a perſon of his character, that it 
out ds an unſeemlineſs to the natural vileneſs of the vice; 
nd he that dares be an hypocrite in religion, will certainly 
con: Ne one in love, —Stay, is not that he? {Pointing outwards, 
of Pix. Yes, madam, I believe he is going to the park. 
Luc, Call a couple of chairs quickly; we'll thither 
an raſqu'd. This day's adventures argue ſome intended plot 
oa me, which I may countermine by or ly ſettiog a face 
the Neon the matter, [Puts her maſk on. 
r be- For as hype criſie in men can move, 
for Here's the beſt Hypõcrite in female love. 
On even ſcores deſigning Heaven took care; 
Siace men falſe hearts, that we falſe faces wear, [Exits 
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SCE NE, the Park. 


Enter Lovewell and Lyrick meeting; Lyrick reading. 


„ ll rack thy reputation, blaſt thy fame, 
« And in ſtrong grinding ſatyr, gibbet up thy name, 


Love. What! in a rapture, Mr, Lyrick ? 

Lys. A little poetical fury, that's all I'll "for 
him; I'll draw his character for the buffoon of a farce 
ſhall be as famous in a ballad as Robin Hood, or Little Jo- 
my muſes ſhall haunt him like Dæmons; they ſhall ms 
him more ridiculous than Don Quixot, 

Love, Becauſe he encounter'd your windmill-pate 
Ha, ha, ha Come, come, Mr. Lyrick, you muli 
pacify'd. 

Lys, Pacify'd, fir, Zoons, fir, he's a fool; has nt 
grain of ſenſe, Were he an ingenious fellow, or a man 
parts, I cou'd bear a kicking from him; but an abuſe ti 
a blockhead ! I can never ſuffer it. 


Pert blockhead, who has purchas'd by the ſchool, 
Juſt ſenſe enough to make a noted fool, 


That ſtings, Mr. Lovewel! 

Love. Pray, fir, let me ſee it, 

LVR. This is imperfect, ſir; but if you pleaſe tos 
your Judgment on this piece. [Gives him à paper.) 


a burleſque on ſome of our late writings, er 
LovE. Ay, you poets mount firſt on the ſhoulders of 
predeceſſors, to ſee farther into making diſcoveries; Wiſer 


having once got the upper-hand, you ſpurn them ua: 
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Woot. think you ſhou'd bear a veneration to their very 
Laſhes. 

xs. Ay, if moſt of their writings had been burnt! I 
FE eclare, Mr. Lovewell, their fame has only made them 
he more remackably faulty: their great beauties only il- 
Yuſtrate their greater errors. 

{ Love, Well, you ſaw the new tragedy laſt night; how 
lid it pleaſe ye? 

Lys, Very well; it made me laugh heartily, 

Love, What, laugh at a tragedy ! 

Ly R. I laugh to ſee the ladies cry; to ſee ſo many weep: 
t the death of the fabulous hero: who wou'd but laugh, 
f the poet that made em were hang'd! on my conſcicnce, 
heſe tragedies make the ladies vent all their love and 
Honour at their eyes, when the ſame white handkerchief 
hat blows their noſe, muſt be a winding ſheet to the de- 
eated hero. 

$ Nol Love, Then there's ſomething in the handkerchief to 
mil nbalm him, Mr, Lyrick, ha, ha, ha, But what reliſh 
ale fe you of comedy? 

Ly R. No fatisfactory one. - My curioſity is foreſtall'd 
ya fore- knowledge of what ſhall happen: for as the hero 
tragedy, is either a whining, cringing fool, that's always 
ſtabbing h mſelf, or a ranting, hectoring bully, that's for 
ling every body elſe : ſo the hero in comedy is always 
e poet's character, 

Love What's that ? 

Lys. A c:mpound of practical rake, and ſpeculative 
entieman, who always bears off the great fortune in the 
lay, and ſhams the beau and ſquire with a whore or cham- 
emaid; and as the cataſtrophe of all tragedies is death, 
the end of comedies is marriage, 


68. 
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Love. And ſome think that the moſt tragical conclufo 
of the two, 

Lyn. And therefore my eyes are diverted by a beti 
comedy in the audience than that upon the ſtage=el hay 
often wonder'd, why men ſhould be fond of ſeeing fools i! 
repreſented, when at the ſame time and place they my 
behold the mighty originals ating their parts to the life; 
their boxes. | 

Love. Oh be favourable to the ladies, Mr. Lyrick, . 
your intereſt, Beauty is the deity of poetry; and if ya 
rebel, you'll certainly run the fate of your firtt parent the 
devil. 

Lys. You're out, fir, beauty is a merciful deity, a 
allows us ſometimes to be a little atheiſtical ; and 'tis & 
indulgent to wit, that it is pleas'd with it tho” in the worl 
habit, that of ſatyr. Beſides, there can appear no greate 
argument of our efleem, than raillery, becaule 'tis (tl 
founded upon jealouſies occaſion'd by their preferring ſen(e- 
leſs fools to men of wit and merit, the great upholders d 
the empire. 

Love. Now I think theſe favourites of the ladies a: 
more witty than you. 


LVR. How fo, pray, fir? 
Love. Becaule they play the fool, conſcieus that it wil 


pleaſe; and you're a wit, when ſenſible that coxcombs on- 
ly are encourag'd, I wouder, Mr Lyrick, that a mau 0 
your ſenſe ſhou'd turn poet; yow'll hardly ever find a mat 
that is capable of the employment will undertake it, 
Lys. The reaſon of that is, every one that knows no 
a tittle of the matter, pretends to be a judge of it.—b. 
the lard, Mr. Lovewell, I put the criticks next to tl 
plagues; peſtilence and famine in my litany.—Had 30 
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: een em laſt night in the pit, with ſuch demure ſupercilious 
nce their contemplatire wigs thruſt judiciouſly back 
Wards; their hands rubbing their temples, to chafe ill - na- 


ate; and with a hiſſing venomous tongue, pronouncing 


piſh! ſtuff! intolerable! damn hira !—lord have mercy up- 


on us. 

Love, Ay, and you ſhall have others as fooliſh as they 
re ill-natur'd; fond of being thought wits, who ſhall 
laugh outrageouſly at every ſmutty jeſt; cry very well, by 


ad; that's fine, by heavens; and if a diſtich of rhime 


happens, they clap ſo loud, that they drown the jeſt. 

Lyn, That's the jeſt. The wit lies in their hands, and 
if you would tell a poet his fortune, you muſt gather it 
from the palmiſtry of the audience: for as nothing's ill 
ſzid, but what's ill taken; ſo nothing's well ſaid, but 
what's well taken. And between you and me, Mr, Love- 
well, poetry, without theſe laughing fools, were a bell 
without a clapper; and an empty ſounding bus'neſs, good 
for nothing; and all we profeſſors might go hang ourſelves 
in the bell-ropes. 


Love, Ha, ha, ha. But I thought poetry was in- 
ſtructive. 

L VI. O Gad forgive me, that's true: to ladies it is 
morally beneficial ; for you muſt know, they are too nice 
to read ſermons ; ſuch inſtructions are too groſs for their 
refin'd apprehenſions; but any precepts that may be inſtill'd 
by eaſy numbers, ſuch as by Rocheſter, and others, make 
great converts. Then they hate to hear a fellow in a 
church preach methodical nonſenſe, with a Pirſtly, Se- 
condly, and Thirdly : but they tab up with ſome of our 
medern plays in their cloſet, where the 'morality muſt be 
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deviliſh inſtructive - but I muſt be gone; here comes the 
«a What, in the name of wonder has he got wit: 
im ? 

Lovz. That which ſhall afford you a more plentiful re. 
venge than your lampoon, if you join with me in the plu, 
To the better effecting of which, you muſt be ſeeming) 
reconcil'd to him. Let's ſtep aſide, and obſerve em, while 
I give you a hint of the matter, 

[Exeuat between the ſcenes, and ſeem to confer ard 

hearken, 


Enter Mockmode, leading Trudge drefs'd like a widow, 


Mocx. This is very fine weather, bleſſed weather in- 
deed, madam, twill do abundance of good to the grai 
and corn, 

Txrxvup. Ay, fir, the days are grown a great length; and 
I think the weather much better here than in Ireland. 
Mock. Why, madam, were you ever there? 

-TxvD. Oh, no! not I indeed, fir; but I have heard ny 
Seft huſband (reſt his ſoul) ſay ſo; he was an Iriſh gentle - 
man, 

Mocx. I find, madam, you have lov'd your firſt huſband 
mightily, for you affect his tone in diſcourſe—pray, mi- 
dam, what did that mourning coſt a yard? 

Ta up. O lard! what ſhall I ſay now? *Tis none of 
mine. [Afide.] It coſt, fir ; let me ſee—it coſt me about 
— but it was my ſteward bought it for me, I never buy 
ſuch ſmall thiogs. 

Moc x. By the univerſe, ſhe muſt be plaguy rich! I will 
be briſk, [ Afide.] P 1a); madam 11 pray, madam, will 
you give us 2 ſong ? 
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rad. A ſong ! indeed then 1 had a good voice, before 

. Roebuck ſpoil'd it, 

Moc. Mr. Roebuck; was that your firſt huſband's 

ne, madam ? 

| Love. [dehind.} She'll ſpoil all. 

rav. No, fir; Roebuck was a doctor that let me blood 

due er the tongue for the quinſey, and made me hoarſe ever 

Ice. 

Moc. By the univerſe ſhe's a widow, and I'll be a 

ile briſk.— Madam, will you grant me a ſmall four, and 
vill bend upon my knees to receive it. [Kreels, 

. rau. What is't, pray? | 

in- Moc. Only to take off your garter. 


Lovewell Enters. 


2nd WF Lovz. Zoons, her thick leg will diſcover all- By your 
ave, fir, have you any pretenſions to this lady? 

[Puſhes Mockmode down, 
Mocx, I don't know whether this be an affront or not, 
Aſide.—Pretenſions, fir! I have fo great a veneration 
the lady, that I honour any man that has pretenſions to 
t. Dama me, fir, may I crave the honour of your ac- 
ma* Wpaintance ? 
Lovt. No, fir, 
Mock. No, fir! Igad that muſt be wit, for it can't be 
od mannerg——Sir, I reſpect all men of ſenſe, and 
ou'd therefore beg to know your name. 
Love, No matter, fir, | know your name's Mockmode. 
Mock. By the univerſe, that's very comical ! that « 
low ſhou'd. pretend to tell me my own name ! Another 
eſtion, if you pleaſe, ſir, | 
Love, What is it, fir ? 
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Mock. Pray, fir, what's my chriſten'd name? 

Love. Sir, you don't know, | 

Mock. Zauns, fir, wou'd you perſuade me out of ny 
chriſtenꝰd name ? I'll lay you a guinea that 1 do knoy, 
by the univerſe—[Pulls a handful of money out.] Here\ 
ſilver, fir, here's filver, fir; I can command as much ms 
ney as another, fir; I am at age, fir, and I won't be bu. 
ter'd, fir, | 

Love,' Sir, you muſt know, that I baptize you, Riva; 
for your love to this lady, is the only ſign of chtiſtianit 
you can boaſt of, — And now, fir, my name's Lovewell. 

Mock. Then ! ſay, fir, that your love to that lady 
the only ſign of a Turk you can brag of.—I wish Clu 
were come. [ Aſide 

Love, Sir, I fhall certainly circumciſe you, if you mak 
any farther pretenſions to madam Lucinda here. 

Moc x. Circumciſe me! circumciſe a pudding's end, fr 
—Zaune, fir, I'll be judg'd by the lady, who merits ci 
cumciſion moſt, you or I, fir, Theſe London blades ar 
all ſtai!; mad ;—[ Lucinda enters, and obſerves Lovewel, 
courting T'radge in dumb figns.]J 1 met one about tw 


hours ago, that had forgot his name. and this fellow wou' 


perſuade me now, that I have forgot mine. Mr. Lyrick i 
the only man that ſpeaks plain to me, I mult be friend 
with him becauie 1 find I may have occaſion for ach 1 
friend: I' find him out ſtrait, [Exit 

Love, Madam, will you walk— [Exit with Truche 


Lucinda and Pindreſs come forward. 


Luc. Now my doubts are remoy'd, 

Pix. Mine are more puzzling, There muſt be ſomt- 
thing in this more than we imagine. You had beſt to tal 
to him, 
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Loc. Yes, if my tongue bore poiſon in it, and that 1 
ou'd ſpit death in his face, 
Pix. If he is loſt, your hard Uſage this morning has 
xccaſion'd it. 
Luc, Lam glad on't; I've gain'd by the loſs. I deſpiſe 
im more now than ever I lov'd him. That paſiion which 
bar zo ſtoop ſo low as that blowze, is an object too mean for 

ny thing but my ſcora to level at. 
ivil; Pix. This were a critical minute for your new lover 
ante ſquire, I fancy; Mr. Lovewell's diſgrace wou'd bring 
ll. Win into favour preſently. 
100 i Luc. It certainly ſhall, if he be not as great a fool. as 
cb other's falſe, 
ade, Pix. You may be miſtaken in your opinion of him, as 
make uch as you have been in Mr. Lovewell. 

Luc. No, Pindreſs; I ſhail find what I rcad ia the laſt 
d, ſr. Wifce!lanies very true: 
Is CI 
es Bat two diſtinctions their whole ſex does part; 
ewell 8 All fools by nature, are all rogues by art. 
at tos 
wol! 
"rick l 
friend 
ſach 1 
[Exit 
"rucgr 


SCEN E continues, 


ater ſeveral Maſques croſſing the ſtage, and Roebuck 


following, 


Rots, Sdeath; what a coney-borough's here! the trade 
es lwimmingly on. This is the great empory of leu d- 
's, as the change is of knavery —The me: dente cheat 
e world there, and their wives gull them here. I becin * 


e ſorts 
luck whoring ſcandalous, tis grown fo mechanical. 


to til 
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My modeſty will do me no good, I fear—Madam, are 5 
whore ? | [Catches a maſque 

1 Maso, Yes, fir. 

Rox n. Short and pithy.—If ever woman ſpoke truth, 
believe thou haſt, [Second maſque pulls him by the 
elbow.) Have you any buſineſs with me, madam ? 

2 Mas. Pray, fir, be civil; you're miſtaken, ſu- 
have had an eye upon this fellow all this afternoos 
[Aſide.] You're miſtaken, fir. 

Ror n. Very likely, madam; for I imagin'd you model, 

2 Masq, Sol am, for I'm marry'd. 

Ro n. And marry'd to your ſorrow, I warrant yo 

2 Maso. Yes, upon my honour, fir. 

Rots. I knew it. I have met above a dozen this erty 
ing all marry'd to their ſorrow-=then I ſuppoſe you're : WW & 
citizen's wife; and by the broadneſs of your botton, | 
ſhou'd gueſs you ſat very much behind a counter, qui 

2 Maso My huſband's no mercer, he's a judge. | 

Rox B. Zoons, à judge ! I ſhall be arraign'd at the ba We! 
for keeping on my hat ſo long.— Tis very hard, madin, WY 
he ſhou'd not do you juſtice : has not he an eſtate in tu, ce 
madam ? bat 

2 Maso I ſeldom examine his papers: they are a pai * 
of old dry ſhrivel'd parchments ; and this court-hand is nn 
deviliſh crabbed, I can't endure it. L 

Rox B. Umph—then 1 ſuppoſe, madam, you want , R 
young lawyer to put your caſe to, But faith, mad, [mi 
am 2 judge too. 
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Enter Lovewell, 


a Masa, O heavens forbid! ſuch a young man! 

Rogen, That's, I'll do nothing without a bribe==Pray, 
madam, how does that watch ſtrike ? 

2 Maso, It never ftrikes, it only points to the buſineſs, 
13 you muſt do, without telling tales. Dare you meet me 
two hours hence ? 

Rox B. Ay, madam, but I ſhall never hit the time ex- 
Kly without a watch. 

2 MasQ Well, take it—at ten exactly, at the fountain 
in the Middle-Temple. Cooke upon Littleton be the 
ward, [Exit, 

Rot z. So—if the law be all ſuch volumes as thou, 
mercy on the poor ſtudents! from Cooke upon Littleton in 
ſheets deliver me. | 

Love, What, engag'd? Myrmidon ! 1 find you'll never 
pit the battle, till you have crack'd a pike in the ſervice. 

Ror ng. Oh, dear friend! thou'rt critically come to my 
relief; for faith I'm almoſt tir'd. 

Lovs, What 2 miſerable creature is 2 whore | whom 
erery fool dares pretend to love, and every wiſe man 
lutes. 

Roxy, What, moralizing again! Oh I' tell thee news, 
man! I'm enter'd in the inns, by the lard 1 

Love, Paw 

Rox. Nay, if you won't believe me, ſee my note cf 
wimiſſion, [Shews the watch 

Lovt, A gold watch, boy. 

Rog, Ay, 2 gold watch, boy. 

Loyz, Whence had you money to buy it? 

Rox, I took it upon tick, and 1 deſga to pay honeſtly. 
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Love, I don't like this running o' th' ſcore-—Dut what 
news from Lucinda, boy? is ſhe kind? ha? 


Enter a maſque crofling the ſtage, 


Ror B. Ha! there's a ſtately cruiſer; I muſt give he 
one Chaſe —l'll tell you when I return, [ Exit running, 

Love. I find he has been at a loſs there, which occaſions 
his eagerneſs for the game here, I begin to repent me ei 
my ſuſpicion; 1 believe her virtue ſo ſacred, that tis 1 
piece of atheiſm to diſtruſt its exiſtence. _ But jealouſy i 
love, like the devil in religion, 1s ſtill raiſing doubts, which 
without a firm faith in what we adore, will certainly dama 
1s. 


Enter a Porter. 


Pos. Is your name Mr. Roebuck, fir? 

Lovz. What wou'd you have with Mr. Roebuck, fir, 

Pos, I have a ſmall note for him, ſir. 

Love, Let me ſee't. 

Por. Ay, fir, if your name be Mr, Roebuck, fir, 

Lovsx. My name is Roebuck, blockhead, 

Por, God bleſs you, maſter, 

[Gives him the letter, and Exit 

Love. This is ſome tawdry billet with a ſcrawling adieu 
at the end on't. Theſe ſtrolling jades know a young whol- 
lome fellow newly come to town, as well as a parſon's wile 
does à fat gooſe, Tis certainly ſome ſecret, and therefore 
ſtall be known. [Opens the letter: 


„ S1R, Tueſday three a clock. 
&© MY behaviour towards you this morning was ſome 


« what ſtrange; but I ſhall tell you the cauſe of it, if ct 


a =  %S oa ws a 
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meet me at ten this night in our garden; the backdoor 
„ ſhall be open, 
« Your's, Lucinda,” 


Oh heavens! certainly it can't be! L, U, C, I, N, D, A; 
that ſpells woman. Twas never written ſo plain before. 
; Roebuck, thou'rt as true an oracle, as ſhe's a falſe one, 
on thou damn'd Sybil! I have courted thee theſe three 


1 BF years, and cou'd never obtain above a kiſs of the hand, and 
1 this fellow in an hour or two has obtain'd the Back-door 
| open, Mr, Roebuck, fince I have diſcover'd ſome of your 
11 ſecrets, I'll make bold to open ſome more of *erm—but 
how ſhall I ſhake him off? —oh, I have it; I'll ſeek him 
inſtant ly. [Exit, 


Enter Roebuck meetiag the Porter. 


Roes, Here, you fir, have you a note for one Roebuck ? 

Pos, I had, fir, but [ gave it to him juſt now? 

Rozs, You lie, firrah ; I am the man. 

Pok. I an't poſitive | gave it to the right perſon; but 
I'm very ſure I did, for he anſwer'd the deſcription the page 
gave to à T, fir, 

Ror B. Twas well I met that page, dog, or now ſhou'd 
| cut thy throat, raſcal. 

Por, Bleſs your worſhip, noble fir, [Exit. 

Rots. At ten, in the garden! the back-door open! oh 
the delicious place and hour! ſoft panting breaſts! tremb- 
ling joints! melting ſighs! and eager embraces!—oh ex- 
tae !—but how to ſhake off Lovewell- This is his 
nicely virtuous ! ha, ha, ha, —this is his innate principle 
of virtue! ha, ha, ha. 
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Eater Lovewell. 


 Leve. How now ! why ſo merry? 

Roes. Merry! why, *twould make a dog ſplit, man; 
ha, ha, ha—the watch, fir, the watch ; ha, ha, ha, 

Love. What of the watch? you laugh by the hour; 
you'll be run down by and by, ſure! 

Ron. But I ſhall be wound up again. This watch! 
had for a fee, lawyer———ſhou'd 1 ever be try'd before 
this judge, how I ſhou'd laugh to ſee how gravely this 
gooſe- cap ſits upon a pair of horns ; ha, ha, ba. 

Lovz. Thou'rt hora mad. Prithee leave impertinente. 
I receiv'd a note juſt now, 

Rox n. A note ! ſdeath, what note! what d'ye mein! 
who brought it? 

Lovs, A gentleman; 'tis a challenge. 

Ron. Oh, thanks to the ſtars! I'm glad on't. [Afide, 

Love. And you may be ſignally ſerviceable to me in this 
affair. I can give you no greater teſtimony of my affedi- 
on, than by making too free with you 

Rox R. What needs all this formality ? I'll be thy ſecond 
without all this impertinence. 

Lovz. There's more than that, friend==in the fil 
place I don't underſtand the ſword z and again I'm to be 
call'd to the bar this term, and ſuch a buſineſs might pre- 
Judice me extreamly, So, fir, you muſt meet and fight for 
me. 

Roz». Faith, Lovewell, I ſhan't ſtick to eut a throat for 
my friend at any time, ſo I may do it fairly, or ſo—the 
hour and place? | 

Lovz. This very evening in Moorſields. 

Ron. Umph! how will you employ yourſelf the while? 


6, 
[ 
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Loves. I'll follow you at a diſtance, leſt you have aoy 


| foul play. 


Roes. Which if you do—No, faith, Ned, ſince I'm to 
anſwer an appointment for you, you muſt make goed an 
afgnation for me. I'm to meet one of your ladies at the 
fountain in the Temple to-night. Vou may be called to the 
bar there, if you will. This watch will tell youitae. hour, 
and ſhall be your paſsport. Let me have yours. 

[Change watches. 

Love. Oh! was that the jeſt? ha, ha, ha,—well 1 will 
aoſwer an affignation for you ſure enough. Ha, ha, ha,— 
how readily does the fool run to have his throat cut? 

[Aſide. 

Ror g. How eagerly now does my moral friend run to 
the devil, having hopes of profit in the wind! I have 
ſhabb'd him off purely,—But prithee, Ned, where had you 
this fine jewel? [Viewing one ty'd to the watch. 

Love. Pſhaw! a trifle, a trifle? from a miſtreſ 
Take care on't tho', But hark ye, George, don't puſh too 
home ; have a care of whipping thro' the guts. 

Rox s. Gad, I'm afraid one or both of us may fall. But 
d'ye hear, Ned, remember you ſeat me on this errand, and 
are therefore anſwerable for all the miſchief; If 1 do whip 
my adverſary thro* the lungs, or ſo, .remember you ſet me 
upon't, | 

Love, Well, honeſt George, yon won't believe how 


much you oblige me in this courteſie. 


Rot B. You know always I oblige myſelf by ſerving my 


friend—] never thought this ſpark was a coward before, 


* 


[Alide. 
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Love. I never imagin'd this fellow was ſo eaſy before, 
[Aſide.] Well, good ſucceſs to us both; and when ve WW. 
meet we'll relate all tranſactions that pals, . 

Rox B. That you're a fool. 

Love. That you're an aſs. [Exeunt ſeverally laughing. 


Re-enter Lovewell croſſing the ſtage haſtily, Mockmode 
and Lyrick following him. 


LVR. Mr. Lovewell, a word w'ye. . 

Love. Let it be ſhort, pray, fir, for my bus'neſs is u- 
gent, and *tis almoſt dark. 

Lys, I'm reconcil'd to the ſquire, and want only the pre. 
ſentment of a copy of verſes to ingratiate myſelf wholly- 
thoroughly. Let me have that piece I lent you juſt now. 

Love. Ay, ay, with all my heart.— Here, —farewel. 

[Pulls the poem haſtily, and juſtles out a letter with 
it, which Mockmode takes up, 

Lys. Now, fir, here's a poem, which (according to the 
way of us poets) I ſay, was written at fifteen, but be- 
tween you and me, it was made at five and twenty, 

Moc kx. Five and twenty? hen is a poet at age, pray, 
fir? | 

Lys. At the third night of his firſt play; for he's never BW Lu 


a man till then, I 
Mock. But when at years of diſcretion ? ] 
Lys, When they leave writing, and that's ſeldom or I 

never, | 


Mocx. But who are your guardians ? 
Lys. The criticks, who with their good will, wou'd 
never let us come to age. But what have you got there? ; l 
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Mock. By the univerſe, I don't know : *tis a woman's 
hand; ſome billet deaux, I ſuppoſe; it juſtl'd out of Love- 
well's pocket. We'll to the next light and read it. 

[Excunt, 


S CE N E, a dark arbour in Lucinda's garden. 


Enter Roebuck ſolus. 


Ros. Oh, how I reverence a back door half open, half 
nut! 'tis the narrow gate to the lover's paradife ; Cupid 
ſtood centry at the entrance; Love was the word, and he 
let me paſs Now is my friend pleading for life ; he 
has a puzzling caſe to manage, ten to one he's non- ſuited; 
| have gull'd him fairly, 


Enter Lovewell. 


Lovz. I've got in, thanks to my ſtars, or rather the 
clouds, whoſe influence is my beſt friend at preſent. Now 
| 5 Roebuck gazing, or rather groping about for a fellow 
with a long ſword; and I know his fighting humour will be 
2s mad to be baulk'd by an enemy, as by a miſtreſs, 

Rots, Hark, hark! I hear a voice: it muſt be ſhe 
Lucinda ! 

Lo'z, True to the touch, I find, Is it you, my dear ? 
lors. Ves, my dear. 
Love, Let me embrace thee, my heart, 
Rosh. C me to my arms. 
[Run into each others arms. Finding the miſtake ſtart 
back 
Love, *Slife ! a man | . 
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Rots, 'Sdeath! a devil —and wert thou a legia, 
here's a wand ſhou'd conjure thee down [Draw, 
Lo VI. We ſhall find whoſe charm is ſtrongeſt. [Dray;, 
[They puſh by one another; Roebuck paſſes out u 
the oppoſite door: and as Lovewel) is pafling out « 

the other ſide of the ſtage, 


Eater Leanthe, 


Lzan, Mr, Roebuck ! fir! Mr. Roebuck ! 

[With a night-gown over his cloath, 

Lovz. That's a woman's voice, I'll ſwear—madam— 

Lr Ax. Sir, 

Lovz. Come, my dear Lucinda; I've ſtajd a little too 
long; but making an apology now were only lengthning the 
offence, Let's into the arbour, and make up for the mo- 
ments miſpent. 

Lzan, Hold, fir: do you love this Lucinda, you 
fond of hauling into the arbour ? 

Love. Yes, by all that's powerful. 

Lzan. Falſe, falſe Roebuck !: [Aſide. II am loſt, 

Lovx. Madam, do you love this Roebuck, that you 
open'd the garden door to ſo late? 

Lr Ax. I'm afraid 1 do too well. 

Levs.. And did you never own an affe ion to another ? 

Lzan. No; witneſs all thoſe powers you juſt now men- 
tion'd. 

Love. Revenge yourſelves, ye heavens. Behold in me 
your accuſer, and your judge. Behold Lovewell, injur'l 
Lovewell, this darkneſs which opportunely hides your 
bluſhes, makes your ſhame more monſtrous, 

Lzan, Ha! Lovewell! I'm vex'd, *tis he, but glad to 
be miſtakegwmmmw——now, female policy, aſſiſt me. 
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© Lovz. Ves, madam, your filence proclaims you guilty 

farewell, woman. 

ax. Ha, ha, ha. 

Lovz. What am I made your ſcorn ? 

: Lax. Ha, ha, ha.— This happens better than 1 ex» 

bick—Ha, ha, ha.——Mr. Lovewell! 

E Love, No counter-plotting, madam; the mine's ſprung 

Peady, and all your deceit diſcovered, 

Lax. Indeed you're a fine fellow at diſcovering deceits,. 

must confefs, that cou'd not find whether I was a man 

2 woman all this time. 

Lovz. What, the page! 

Lian, No counter - plotting, good fir; the mine's ſprung 

Wready—ha, fir, I fancy Mr. Roebuck is better at diſcover- 

1 man from a woman, in the dark, than you. 

Love. This diſcovery is the greateſt riddle—Prithee, 

ld, what makes thee diſguis'd ? but above all, what 

$ean't that letter to Roebuck ? 

Ltay, Then I find you intercepted it.-Why, fir, my 

ly had a mind to put a trick upon the impudent fellow, 
de him an affignation, and ſent me in her ſtead, to ban- 

dim. But when I tell her how you fell into the ſnare, 

d how jealous you were—Ha, ha, ha. 

Love, Oh my little dear rogue! was that the matter? 

Hugs her.] O' my conſcience, thou'rt ſo ſoft, I be- 

ve thou'rt a woman ſtill.— But who was that man I en- 

ater'd, juſt now ? 

Lean, A man! 'twas certainly Roebuck-———{Afide.] 

me of the footmen, I ſuppoſe, —_- Come, fir, I muſt 
aduct you out immediately, leſt ſothe more of em meet 

| [ConduQts him to the door, and returns. 


' 


fend her, then is my innate principle of manhood not worth 
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He certainly was here, and I have miſs'd him, 
Fortune delights with innocence to play, h 
And loves to hoodwink thoſe already blind. f 


, | Wary deceit can many by-ways tread, A 
To ſhun the blocks in virtues open road, Ty 
Whilſt heedleſs innocence ſtill falls on ruin * 
Yet, whilſt by love inſpir'd, I will purſue A 
What men by courage, we by love can do, 

Not even his falſhood ſhall my claim remove; + In 
From mutual fires none can true paſſion. prove: | 
For like to like, is gratitude not love. iu 


A 0 vb V. * Ani 


SCENE, An antechamber in Lucinda's houſe ; the fu! 
Scene half open, diſcovers a bed-charpber ; Lucindi |! 
her night-gown and reading by a table. 


Enter Roebuck groping his way. 


Roz B. N what new happy climate am I thrown? thi 

houſe is love's labyrinth; I have ſtumbled i- 
to it by chance,———Hi! an illuſion! let me look again. 
Eyes, if you play me falſe, [Looking about.] 1'll plud 
ye out— tis ſhe! *tis Lucinda ! alone undreſs'd, in a bet 
chamber, between eleven and twelve a-clock.—A bleſſed 
opportunity now if her innate prineiple of virtue &- 


two · pence.— Hold, ſhe- comes forward 
b | Lucinda approaches reading 


LOVE and a BOTTLE, 8; 


Loc. Unjuſt prerogative of faithleſs man, 

Abuſing pow'r which partial heaven has granted! 

ja former ages, love and honour ſtood 

As props and beauties to the female cauſe ; 
but now lie proſtitute to ſcorn and ſport, 

Man, made our monarch, is a tyrant grown, 

And woman-kind muſt bear a ſecond fall, 

Roxy. [Aſide.] Ah, and a third too, or I'm miſtaken, 
! muſt divert this plaguy romantick humour. 

Luc. While virtue guided peace, and honour war, their 
wits and ſpoils were off' rings made to love. | 

Rox B. And *tis ſo ſtil]; [raiſing his voice.] 

Beau with earlieſt cherries Miſs does grace, 

And ſoldier offers ſpoils of Flanders lace. 

Luc. Ha !—prote& me, heav'ns! what art thou ? 

Rokz. A man, madam, 

Lo c. What accurſed ſpirit has driven you hither ? 

Roes. The ſpirit of fleſh and blood, madam. 

Luc, Sir, what encouragement have you ever received 
o prompt you to this impudence ? 

Roxy, Umph ! I muſt not own the reception of a note 
yom her. [Aſide.] Faith, madam, I know not whether te 
tribute it to chance, fortune, my good ſtars, my fate, or 
py deſtiny : but here I am, madam, and here | will be 

| [Taking her by the hand, 
Loc. [Pulling her hand away.] If a gentleman, my 
ommands may cauſe you to withdraw: if a ruffian, my 
votman ſhall diſpoſe of you. 

Rees, Madam, I'm a gentleman; I know how to oblige 
lady, and how to ſave her reputation. My love and 
onour go link'd together; they are my principles: and if 
dull be my ſecond, we'll engage immediately. 
vor. I, H 


ings 
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Lvc, Stand off, fir; the name of love and honour in 
burleſqu'd by thy profeſſing them. Thy love is impudence, 
and thy honour a cheat, Thy mien and habit ſhew thee: 
gentleman; but thy behaviour is brutal. Thou at; 
Centaur; only one part man and the other beaſt. 

Roxs. Philoſophy in petticoats! no wonder wone 
wear the breeches. [Aſide.] And, madam, you are a dem. 
goddeſs; only one part woman, t'other angel; and thus d- 
vided, claim my love and adoration, 

Luc. Honourable love is the parent of mankind; but 
thine is the corrupter and debaſer of it.— The paſſion 0 
you libertines, is like your drunkenneſs, heat of Juſt, « 
t'other is of wine, and off with the next ſleep, 

Rozs. No, madam; an hair of the ſame—is my te- 
ceipt,,-Come, come, madam, all things are laid to rel 
that will diſturb our pleaſure; whole nature favours ui; 
the kind indalgent ſtars that dire ed me hither, wink 1! 
what we are about.— Twere jilting of fortune to be nov 
idle; and ſhe, like a true woman once baulk'd, never 1. 
fords a ſecond opportunity, I'll put out the cand. 
the torch of love ſhall light us to bed, 

Luc, To bed, fir !-thou haſt impudence enough f 
draw thy rationality in queſtion, Whence proceeds it! 
from a vain thought of thy own graces, or an ill opinion df 
my virtue; if from the latter, know that I am a wow 
whoſe modeſty dare not doubt my virtue ; yet have ſo mud 
pride to ſupport it, that the dying groans of thy whole ſes 
at my feet, ſhould not extott an immodeſt thought fran 
me. 

Rox R. Your thoughts may be as modeſt as you pleat 
madam— you ſhall be as virtuous to-morrow morning # 
e'er a-Nun in Europe; the opinion of the world ſhall pr 


— — ” - 
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aim you ſuch, and that's the ſureſt charter the moſt rigid 
Pirtse in England is held by. The night has no eyes to (ee, 
jor have I tongue to tell: one kiſs (hall ſeal up my lips 
or over. 
Loc. That uncharitable cenſure of women, argues the 
anneſs of thy converſation. 
Roxy. Her ſuperior virtue awes me into coldneſs, —— 
Slife, it can't be twelve ſure.———-Night's a lyar. 
FDraws out bis watch, 
Loc. Sir, if you won't be gone, I muſt fetch thoſe who 
hall conduct you hence,-My eyes are dazzled ſure, 
[Paſſing by him towards the door, ſhe perceives the jewel 
ty'd to the watch. 

Pray, fic, let me fee that jewel. 
Nos. By heavens, ſhe has a mind to't !—Oh, 'tis at 
wr ſervice with all my foul, 

Luce, Wrong not my virtue by fo poor a thought. —— 
ut anſwer directly, as you are a gentleman, to what 1 
ow ſhall aſK: whence had you that jewel? 
Roaes. I exchang'd watches with a gentleman, and had 
his jewel into the bargain, He valu'd it not—'twas 2 
e from a miſtreſs, 
Loc. A trifle, ſaid he: oh indignation! flighted thus! 
put a jewel out of his power, that he wou'd pawn 
3 loul to retrieve.——lf you be a gentleman, fir, whata 
Faitude can work up to love, or a virtuous wife reclaim, 
make you a large return for that trifle. 
aa Rog. Hey-day ! a wife, ſaid ſhe. 
Loc. What's your name, fir? and what country? 
Rota, My name's Roebuck, malara, 
0; "BY Luc, Recbuck } 
| pit H 2 


— — — —  k———— 


83 LOVE and a BOTTLE, 


Rox. 'Sdeath! I forgot my inſtruftions———Mockrmed, 
madam.— Roebuck Mockmode, my name, and ſurname. 

Loc. Mockmode, my *ſquire! it can't be! but if! 
ſhau'd, I've made the better exchznge.—-Of what Tamils ut 
you, fir ? 

Rox s. Of Mockmode- Hall in Shropſhire, 1 
father's lately dead; I came lately from the univerſiy; 
have fifteen hundred acres of as good fighting ground » 
any in England Twas lucky I met that blockhead to dy 

Aſict 

Luc, The very ſame.— And had you any ha t 
court a lady in London ? 

Rog. Umph! how ſhould I have found the way |; . 

ther elſe, madara? What the devil will this come to? 


mm LH 

Lvc. My fool that I dream't of I find a pretty * Le 
man — dreams go by contraries Well, fir, I am the lac 
and if your deſigns are honourable, I'm your's : take! Lu 
turn in the garden till I ſend for my chaplain : you ni Le 
take me immediately, for if I cool, I'm loſt for ever, <1 
Eat 2 

Rots, I think I am become a very ſober nas ” ot 
tleman, in good earneſt ; I don't ſtart at the name of Lo 
par ſon oh fortune! fortune] what art thou doing? if that il 
and my friend will throw me into the arms of a fige | Ly 
and great fortune, how the devil can 1 help it! Oh l 4 


Zoons, there's marriage! ay, but there's money 0b. 
there are children, ſquawling children. Ay, but then tht 
are Rickets and Small-Pox, which perhaps may carry the 
all away—oh but there's horns! horns! ay, but the! 
ſhall go to heaven; for tis but reaſonable, ſince all mati 
*e made in heaven, that all cuckolds ſhould go thitber 
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Pol then, there's Leanthe ! that ſticks.—I love her, wit- 
Leſs heaven, I love her to that degree——Pſhaw, I ſhall 
| ;hine preſently. | love her as well as any woman; and 
Phat can ſhe expect more? I can't drag a lover's chain a 
zndred miles by land, and a hundred leagues by water— 
rtune has decreed it other wiſe.—80 lead on, blind guide, 
follow thee; and when the blind leads the blind, no won- 
r they both fall int watrĩi nony. (Going out, meets 
exnthe.] Oh my dear auſpicions little Mercury ! let me 
iſs thee, Go tell thy charming miſtreſs, I obey her com- 


:0ds, [ Exit, 
Enter Leanthe. 


L:an, Her commands! O heavens I muſt follow him, 
[ Going, 
Luc, Page, page. | 
Lean, Oh my curs'd fortune! baulk'd again !——Ma- 
m. 
Loc, Call my chaplain ; I'm to be marry'd preſently. 
Lzan, Marry'd ſo ſuddenly! to whom pray, madam ? 
Luc, To the gentleman you met going hence juſt now. 
L:eau, Oh heavens your ladyſhip is not ia earneſt, ma- 
m? 
Luce. What, is matrimony to be made a jeſt of? don't 
\mpertinent, boy; call him inſtantly. 
LI AR. What ſhall I do ?—— Oh, madam, ſuſpend it till 
morning, for heaven's fake, Mr, Lovewell's in the 
uſe; 1 met him not half an hour ago; and he will 
tainly kill the gentleman, and perhaps harm your lady- 


p. 
vc, Lovewell ia my houſe ! how Came he hither? 
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LzAw. I know not, madam. I faw him, and talk's :: 
him; he had his ſword drawn, and he threaten'd ever 
body. Pray delay it to-night, madam. 

Luc. No, I'm reſolv'd; and I'll prevent his diſcoverig 
us; Ill put on a ſuit of your cloaths, and order Pindreſs u 
carry her night-gown to the gentleman in the garden, . 
bid him meet me in the lower arbour; in the weſt core, 
and ſend the chaplain thither inſtantly, [Exit 

LIAN. Hold, fortune, hold; thou haſt entirely wa; 
For I am loſt. Thus long I have been rack'd 
On thy tormenting wheel, and now my heart-ſtrings brei 
Diſcovering who 1 am, expoſes me to ſhame. 

Then what on earth can help me ? 


Enter Pindreſs. 


Pix, Oh Lord, page, what's the matter? here's «i 
doings, or rather new doings. Prithee, let you and| 
throw in our two-pence a-piece into this marriage · lottery 

LAN. You'll draw nothing but blanks, I'll aſſure ys 
from me but ſtay let me conſider o'th* buſineſs, 

Pix. No conſideration ; the bus'neſs muſt be done hai 
over-head. 

Lr aB. Well, I have one card to play ſtill; and yit 
you, Pindreſs. {Takes her ha 
Pix. You expect tho? that I ſhould turn up trump. 

Lean. No, not if I ſhuffle right, [Aſide.— Well, P: 
Ureſs, *tis a match. Begone to the lower arbour, at tit 
weſt- corner of the garden, and I'll come to thee inn 
Tiately with the chaplain, You muſt not whiſper, for u 
muſt paſs upon the chaplain for my lady and the gentlen 
haſte. 

PN. Shan't I put on my new gown firlt ? 
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| LIAN. No, no, you ſhall have a green-gown for your 
WS wedding in the arbour, 

| pix. A green gown!—well, all fleſh is graſs. 

1 LAN. Make haſte, my ſpouſe, fly. 

by pix. And will you come? will you be ſure to come? 
o my 4ittle green-gooſeberry, my teeth water at ye, 
tt, Lean, Now chance No, thou'rt blind. 


Then love be thou my guide and ſet me right; 
Tho? blind, like chance, you have beſt eyes by night, 
[Exit. 


SCE N E, Bulfach's Houſe. 


Enter Lovewell, B:uſh and Servant. 


Love, Mr, Lyrick abroad, (ay'ſt thou ! and Mockmode 
with him ! 

STR. All abroad, my miſtreſs and all. 

Love, I don't underitarnd thi:—Broth, ren to Lecinda's 
hugings and obſerve what's doing there: I ſpy'd ſome haſty 
lights glancing thro” the rooms; I'Y follow you prefently, 
[ixit Bruſh. ]—Can't you inform me which way they 
went ? 

Szx. Perhaps Mr. Mockmode's man can inform ye. 

Lovz. Pray call him. 

Ser, Mr. Club, Mr. Club. 

Lovz. What, is the fellow deaf? 

Ser, No, fir, but he's afteep, and in bed. Mr. Club, 
Mr, Club, 

Crus. Augh——{ Yawning.)] I'm afleep, I'm afleep,; 
don't waken me. Augh. 0 
Sr x. Here's a gentleman wants ye. 


4 
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Enter Club with his coat unbutton'd, his garters unty , 
ſcratching and yawning, as newly waken'd from bed. 


Crus. Pox o'your London breeding; what makes pat 
waken a man out of his ſleep that way? 

Love. Where's your maſter, pray, fir ? 

Crus. Augh—'tiz a ſad thing to be broken of one's re! 
this way. 

Lo vE. Can you inform me where your maſter's gone 

Crus. My maſter—Augh 


[Stretching and Yawning, 

Lovs. Yes, fir, your maſter, 

Crus. My maſter !=-augh—what a clock is it, fir? | 
believe 'tis paſt midnight, for I have gotten my firſt ey, 
— 9 .—— 

Love, Thou'rt aſleep ſtill, blockhead, Ac ſwer me 9 
here's your maſter ? 

Crus. Augh—l had the pleaſanteſt dream when you 
call'd me Augh.— I thought my maſter's great black 
ſtone-horſe had broke looſe among the mares,—Augh- 
—And fo, fir, you call'd me.—Augh.—And fo I awr 
ken'd. 

Love. Sirrah, [Strikes him. I— Now your dream's out, 


KW I hope. 


Crus. Zauns, fir! what d'ye mean, fir ? my maſter“ 
as good a man as you, fir; dem me, fir, 
Love. Tell me preſently where your maſter is, firrih, 
or I'll duſt the ſecret out of your jacket. 
Crus. Oh, fir, your name's Lovewell, fir! 
Lovz. What then, fir ? 
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Crus. Why then my maſter is where you are not, fir, 
| —my maſter's in a fine lady's arms, and you are—here, 
E | take it. [ Shrugging. 

Love, Has he got a whore in bed with him? 

Cros. He may be father to the ſon of a whore by this 
time, if your miſtreſs Lucinda be one. Mr. Lyrick did 
nis bus ne ſs, and my maſter will do her buſineſs, I warrant 
him, if of the right Shropſhire breed, which I am ſure he 
„ for my mother nurs'd him on my milk. 

Lovz. Two calves ſuckl'd on the ſame cow-—Ha, ha, ha, 
gramerey poet; has he brought the play to a cataſtrophe 
lo ſoon? a rare executioner, to clap him in the female 

| WE pillory already! ha, ha, ha. 

q Cros. Ay, fir; and a pillory that you wou 4 give your 

| ears for; | warrant, you think m, maſter's over head and 

„es in the [riſh quagmire you wou'd have drown'd him in. 
But, fir, we have found the bottom on't. 

00 Love. He may paſs over the quagmire, ſirrah; for there 

ere ſtepping ſtones laid in his way, 

— Cros. He has got over dry-ſhod, Ill aſſure you. 

ey, fir, did not you receive a note from Lucinda, the 
true Lucinda, to meet her at ten in her garden, to-night ? 

ut, hy don't you laugh now ? ha, ha, ha. 

Love. 'Sdeath, raſcal, what intelligence cou'd you have 
of that ? 

Cros. Hold, fir, I have more intelligence. You threw 
Mr. Lyrick his poem, in a hurry in the Park, and juſtled 
that ſweet letter out of your pocket, fir. This letter fel} 
to my maſter's hands, fir, and diſcover'd your ſham, fir, 
jour trick, fir, Now, fir, I think you are as deep in the 
mud as he is in the mire» . 


— —— 23 * 
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Love, Curs'd misfortune )—and where are they gone, 
fir ? quickly, the truth, the whole truth, dog, or II li 
you like a ſparrow. 

Crux. I deſign to tell you, fir, Mr. Lyrick, fir, bein 
my maſter's intimate friend, or ſo, upon a bribe of: 
hundred pounds, or ſo, has ſided with him, taken him ts 
Lucinda's garden in your ſtead, and there's a parſon, an! 
all, and ſofortb— Now, fir, I hope the poet has brought 
the play to a very good cata—cata—what d'ye call hin, 
fir ? 

Love. Twas he | encounter'd in the garden 
*Sdeath, trick'd by the poet; I'll cut off one of his limbs 
I'll make a ſynalcpha of him; I'll 

Cros. He, he, he —two calves ſuck'd on the fant 


— 


cow !— He, he 
Love. Nay, then I begin with you. [Druhs bn. WF 
Crus. Zauns! muider! dem me! Zauns! mutet n 

Zauns! [Runs oft, and Lovewell after ji, 


S CEN E changes to the ante-chamber in Lucind': ee 
houſe; a hat and a {word on the table, he 


Enter Bruſh, 


Brxvus4. I have been peeping and crouching about like: V 
cat a mouſing. Ha! I ſmell a rata ſword and « hat- V 
there are certainly a pair of breeches appertaining to thei, WF ©: 
and may be lap'd up in my lady's lavender, who kaows? 


Enter Lovewell in a hurry, 


Lovz. What, fir? what are you doing? I'm ruin“ 
trick'd, 


ne 


cel 
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Bu 058, I believe ſo tos, ſir—ſee here! 

[Shews the hat and ſword. 

Love. By all my hopes, Roebuck's hat and word. This 

is miſchief upon miſchief. Run you to the garden, firrah 

and if you find any body, ſecure em; Ill fearch the houſe, 

'm ruin'd !—Hy, Roebuck ?—what hoa? Roebuck ? 
boa? 


Eater Roebuck unbutton'd; runs to Lovewell and em- 
braces him. 


Rox B. Dear, dear Lovewell, wiſh me joy, with me joy, 
my friend. 

Love, Of what, fir ? | 

Rots, Of the deareſt, tender'ſt, whiteft, ſofteſt bride, 
that ever bleſt man's arms, I'm all air, all a Cupid, all 
wings, and muſt fly again to her embraces. Detain me 
not, my friend. 

{.ove. Hold, fir, I hope you mock me! tho? that itſelf's 
unkind, 

Ro R. Mock you !—by heav'ns, no! ſhe's more than 
ſenſe can bear, or tongue expreſs. O Lucinda ! ſhou'd 
heaven 

Love. Hold, fir, no more. 

RoE B. I'm on the rack of pleaſure, and muſt confeſs all. 
When her ſoft melting, white, and yielding waſte, 

Within my prefling arms was foldea faſt, 

Our lips were melted down by heat of love, 

And lay incorporate in liquid kiſſes, 

Whilſt in ſoft broken fighs, we catch'd each other's ſouls, 

Lovt. Come, come, Roebuck, no more of this extra- 
nigance,-By heay'o I ſwear you ſpanꝰt marry her. 
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Ro B. By heav'n I ſwear fo too; for I'm marry'd 4l- 
ready, 

Loves. Then thou'rt a villain, 

Roxs, A villain, man !-=pſhaw, that's nonſenſe, 4 
poor fellow can no ſooner get marry'd, than you imagine 
he may be call'd a villain preſently.-you may call me foo, 
a blockhead, or an als, by the authority of cuſtom : but 
why a villain, for God's ſake? 

Lovs. Did not you engage to meet, and fight a gentle- 
man for me in Moorficlds ? 

Roexs, Did not you promiſe to engage a lady for me at 
the fountain, fir ? 

Love. This Lucinda is my miſtreſs, fir, 

Roesp. This Lucinda, fir, is my wife. 

Love. Then this decides the matter Draw, 

[Throws Roebuck his ſword and draws his own, 

Ro B. Prithce be quiet, man, I've other buſineſs to 
mind on my wedding night. I muſt in to my bride, 

[ Going, 

Lovz. Hold, fir ; move a ſtep, and by heavens I'll ſtab 
thee. 

Rozxs. Put up, put up; pſhaw, I an't. prepared to die; 
I an't, devil take me. 

Love. Do you dally with me, fir? 

Roes., Why you won't be ſo unconſcionable as to kill 
man ſo ſuddenly; I han't made my will yet, Perhaps 
may leave you a legacy. 

Love. Pardon me, heavens, if preſs'd by ſtinging, taunts, 
my paſſion urge my arm to act what's foul, 

[Offers to puſſi at him 

Rots. Hold. [Taking up his fword.] Tis ſafeſt making 
peace, they ſay with (word in hand I'll tell thee what, 


„ * 


U 


LL” && 


LOVE ARP a BOTTLE, 97 


Ned; 1 would not loſe this night's pleaſure, for the honour 


ol fighting and vanquiſhing the ſeven champions of Chriſten- 


dom. Permit me then but this night to return to the irms 
of my dear bride, and faith and troth I'll take a fair thruſt 
with you to-morrow morning. 

Lovz. What! beg a poor reprieve for life! 
thou art a coward. 

Ror B. You imagined the contrary, when you employed 
me to fight for you in Moorfields. 

l.ovs, Will nothing move thy gal] ? 
ungrate ful. 

Roes. Ungrateful! J love thee, Ned, by heavens, my 
friend, 1 love thee ; therefore name not that word again, 
for ſuch a repetition would over-pay all thy favours, 

Love, A cheap, a very cheap way of making acknow- 
ledgment, and therefore thou haſt catched it, which makes 
thee more ungrateful. 

Rozen, My friendſhip even yet does balance paſſion; but 
throw in the leaſt grain more of an affront, and by heaven 
you turn the ſcale. 

Love, [Pauſing.] No, I've thought better; my reaſon 
clears ; ſhe's not worth my ſword; a bully only ſhould 
daw in her defence, for ſhe's falſe, a proſtitute 

[Puts up his ſword, 

Ror B. A proftitute! by heaven thou ly'ſt. [Draws, 
— Thou haſt blaſphemed. Her virtue anſwers the un- 
ccrrupted ſtate of woman; ſo much above modeſty, that it 
mocks temptation. She has convinc'd me of the bright 
honour of her ſex, and | ſtand champion now for the fair 
female cauſe, e 

Love, Then I have loſt what nought on earth can pay. 
Curſe on all doubts, all jealouſies, that deſtroy our preſent 


Then 


Thou'rt baſe, 
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happineſs, by miſtruſting the future, Thus miſbeliere;, 
making their heaven uncertain, find a certain hell 
And is ſhe virtuous? ſound the bold charge aloud, which 
does proclaim me guilty, 

Ro B. By heavens as virtuous as thy ſiſter, 

Lovs. My filter !\——Haz! I fear, fir, your marriage 
with Lucinda has wrong'd my ſiſter; for her you courted, 
and t heard ſhe lov'd you, 

Ro B. I courted her, 'tis true, and I loy'd her alſo; 
nay, my love to her rival'd my friendſhip tow'rds— and 
had my fate allow'd me time for thought, her dear remem- 
brance might have ſtop'd the marriage. But ſince ' tis paſt, 
I muſt own to you, to her, and all the world, that I calt 
off all former paſſion, and ſhall henceforth confine my love 
to the dear circle of her charming arms from which I juſt 
now parted, 


Enter Leanthe in woman's looſe apparel, 


Lean. I take you at your word. Theſe are the arm 
that held you. 

Rots. Oh Gods and happineſs! Leanthe ! 

Love, My fiſter! heavens! it cannot be. 

Roxs. By heavens it can, it ſhall, it muſt be ſo— 
For none on earth could give ſuch joys but ſhe. 
Who would have thought my joys cou'd bear increaſe! 
Lovewell, my friend! this is thy ſiſter ! 'tis Leanthe ! my 
miftreſs, my bride, my wife. 

Lean. I am your ſiſter, fir, as ſuch I beg you to ods 
the effect of violent paſſion, which has driven me into ſomt 
imprudent actions: but none ſuch as may blot the honour ol 
my virtue, or family. To hold you no longer ia ſuſpence, 
"twas I brought the letter from Leanthe ; 'twas I manay'l 
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the intrigue with Lucinda; I ſent the note to Mr. Roebuck 
this afternoon : andi 
h Rot n. That was the bride of happy me. 

| Love, Thou'rt my ſiſter and guardian-angel ; for thou 
haſt bleſs'd thyſelf, and bleſsd thy brother. Lucinda ſtill 
is ſafe and may be mine, 

Rox B. May !———ſhe ſhall be thine, my friend, 
Love. Where is Lucinda? 


Enter Mockmode. 


Moc x. Not far off; tho? far enough from you, by the 
miverſe. 

LIAN. You muſt give me leave not to believe you, fir, 

Moc x. Oh madam! I crave you ten thouſand pardons, 
by the univerſe, madam, Zauns, madam, dem me, madam. 

[Offers to ſalute her aukwardly, 

Love, By your leave, fir [Thruſts him back, 

Roxs. Ah, couſin Mockmode ! How do all our 
friends in Shropſhire ? 

Mock, Now, Gentlemen, I thank you all for your 
trick, your ſham. You ijnagine J have got y our whore 
couſin, your crack. But gentlemen, by the afliſtance of a 
poet, your Sheely is metamorphos'd into the real Lucinda: 
which your eyes ſhall teſlify, Bring in the jury there 
Guilty or not guilty ? 


Enter Lyrick and Trudge. 


Tzup. Oh my dear Roebuck ! [Trudge ſeeing Roebuck, 
throws off the maſque, flies to him, takes him about the 
neck and kiſſes him.] And faith is it you, dear joy? and 
where have you been theſe ſeven lohg years? 

Mock, Zauns ! | 
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Noz. Hold off, ſtale iniquit).— Madam, you'll pe. 


don this ? {To Leantbe 

Txvup, Indeed I won't lire with that ſtranger. Yo 
promis'd to marry me ſo you did. — Ah, fir, Neddi'; 
brave boy, God bleſs him; he's a whole armful; Lu: 
knows, I had a heavy load of him. 

Lovg. Guilty or not guilty, Mr. Mockmode ? 

Mock. *Tis paſt that; I am condemn'd , I'm hang't i; 
the marriage noole Hark ye, madam, was thi 
the doctor that let you blood under the tongue for th: 
quin!cy, 

Txzvup. Ves, that it was, fir. 

Mock. Then he may do ſo again; for the devil take mt 
if ever I breathe a vein for ye. Mr. Lyrick, is thi. 
your poetical friendſhip ? 

Lys, I had only a wind to convince you of your ſquirt 
ſhip. 

Lovz. Now, ſiſter, my fears are over, - But where 
Lucirda ? how is ſhe di ſpos'd of? 

Lean. The fear ſhe lay under of being diſcover'd by 
you, gave me an opportunity of impoſing Pindreſs upuz 
ber inſte1d of this gentleman, whom ſhe expected to wen 
one of Pindreſs's night-gowns ; as a diſguiſe to make the 
cheat more current, fhe diſguis'd her ſelf in my cloaths, 
which has made her paſs oh her maid for me; and [ by thi 
opportunity putting on a ſuit of her's, paſt upon this ges- 
tleman for Lucinda: my next buſineſs is to find her out ud 
to beg her pardon, endeavour her reconcilement to you 
which the diſcovery of the miſtakes between both vil 

eaſily effeR, [Exit 

Roxs, Well, fir, [To Lyrick.] how was your plot c 
ried on ? 
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Lyn, Why this 'ſquire, will you give me leave to call 
you ſo now ? this 'ſquire had a mind to perſonate Love- 
well, to catch Lucinda. So I made Trudge to perſonate 
Lucinda, and ſnap him in his very garden—now, fir, you'll 
give me leave to write your Epithalamium ? 

Mock. My Epithalamium ! my Epitaph, ſcreech-owl, 
for I'm buried alive. But I hope you'll return my hundred 


pound I gave you for marrying me. 


Lyn. No; but for five hundred more I'll unmarry you. 
Theſe are hard times, and men of induſtry muſt make mo- 
ney. 

"mz Here's the money by the univerſe, fir; a bill 
of five hundred pounds ſterling upon Mr. Ditto the Mer- 
cer in Cheapſide. Bring me a reprieve and *tis yours. 

Lys, Lay it in that gentleman's hands. 

[Gives Roebuck the bill. 
The executioner ſhall cut the rope. 
[Goes to the door, and brings in Bulfinch dreſs'd like 
a parſon, 
Here's revelation for you [Pulls open the gown- 

Mecx. Oh thou damn'd whore of Babylon. 

Lovx. What, Pope Joan the ſecond! were you the 
prieſt ? 

Bu LT. Of the poet's ordination. 

Lys. Ay, ay, before the time of Chriſtianity the poets 
vere prieſts, 

Mock. No wonder then that all the world were hea- 
thens, 

Lys. How d'ye like the plot? wou'd it not do well for 
i Dlay=—— my money, fir—— [To Roebuck, 

Roxs, No, fir; it belongs to this gentle woman. 
Gives it to Trudge.] You have divorc'd her. and muſt 
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give her ſeparate maintenance. There's another tyre 
of plot you were not aware of, My Lyrick, 


Enter Lucinda, Leanthe and Pindreſs. 


Luc. You have told me wonders. 

Lean. Here ate theſe can teſtify the truth. This gen. 
tleman is the real Mr. Mockmode, and much ſuch another 
perſon as your dream repreſented, 

Rog n. I hope, madam, you'll pardon my diſſerbling, 
ſince only the hopes of ſo great a purchaſe cou'd cauſe it. 

Luc, Let my withing you much joy and happineſs in 
your bride, teſtify my reconciliation; and at the requeſt of 
your ſiſter, Mr. Lovewell, I pardon your paſt jealouſi. 
You threaten'd me, Mr, Lovewell, with an Iriſh entertain: 
ment at my wedding. I wiſh it preſent now to affiſt u 
your ſiſter's nuptials. 

LAM. At my laſt going hence, I fent for 'em, and 
they're ready, 

Love. Call 'em in then, 

[An Iriſh entertainment of three men and three vo- 
men dreſs'd after the Fingallian faſhion, 

Luc. I muſt reward your ſiſter, Mr. Lovewell, for the 
many ſervices done me as my page. 1 therefore ſettle my 
fortune and myſelf on you, on this condition, that you 
make over your eſtate in Ireland to your ſiſter and that 
gentleman, 

Lovs. *Tis done, only with this proviſo, brother, that 
you forſake your extravagances, 

Rox s. Brother, you know I always {lighted gold, 

But moſt when offer'd as a ſordid bribe. 
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[ ſcorn to be brib'd even to virtue, 
But for bright virtue's ſake, I here embrace it. 
(Embracing Leanthe. 
have eſpous'd all goodneſs with Leanthe, | 
And am divorc'd from all my former-follies. 


Woman's our fate, Wild and unlawful flames, 
Debauch us firſt, and ſofter love reclaims, 

Thus paradiſe was loſt by woman's fall, 

But virtuous woman thus reſtores it all, 


[Exeunt omnes. 


IL o 6 UE 


Written and ſpoke by Jo. Haynes in mourning, 


He and his play may both be damn'd for me: 
No, royal theatre, I come to Mourn for Thee. 
And muſt theſe ſtructures then untimely fall, 
Whilſt th* other houſe ſtands, and gets the devil and all ? 
Muſt till kind fortune through all weathers ſteer 'em ? 
And beauties bloom there ſpight of Edax Rerum. 
Vivitur ingenio, that damn'd motto there, [Looking up at it, 
Seduc'd me firſt to be a wicked player, 
Hard times indeed; oh Tempora! oh Mores! 
1 know that ſtage muſt down, where not one whore is. 


Come not here your.poet's fate to ſee 


But can you have have the hearts tho'--(pray now ſpeak) 
After all our ſervices to let us break ? 
You cannot do't, unleſs the devil's in ye, 
What arts, what merit, ha'nt we us'd to win ye? 
Firſt, to divert ye with ſome new French ſtrollers ; 
We brought ye Bona Sere's, Barba Colars. 
[Mocking the late fingers, 


When their male-throats no longer drew your money; 
We got ye an eunuch's pipe, Seignior Rampony. 
That beardleſs ſongſter we cou'd ne'er make much on; 
The females found a damn'd blotch in his Scutcheon. 
An Italian now we've got of mighty fame, 
Don Sigiſmondo Fideli. There's muſick ia his name; 
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His voice is like the muſick of the ſpheres, 

it hou'd be heaven y for the price it bears, [20l. a time. 
He's a handſome fellow too, looks briſk and trim: 

If he don't take ye, then the devil take him. 

Beſides, leſt our white faces always mayn't delight ye, 
We've pick'd up gipſies now to pleaſe or fright ye. 


As travel does the men of mode refine, 

So our Stage Heroes did their Tour deſęn, 

To mend their Manters, and coarſe Engliſh feeding, 

They went to Ireland to improve their Breeding ; 

Yet, for all this, we {till are at a loſs, 

© Collier! Collier ! thou'ſt frighted away Miſs Cm—_—_—_ 
She, to return our foreigners complaiſance, 

At Cupid's call, has made a Trip to France, 

Love's Fire- Arms here, are ſince not worth a ſouſe; 
We've loſt the only Touch-hole of our Houle,. 


Laſth, to make our houſe more courtly ſhine, e 


Loſing that jewel gave us a fatal blow: 
Well, if thin audience muſt Jo. Haynes undo. 
Well if 'tis decreed, nor can thy fate, O ſtage! 
Reſiſt the vow of this obdurate age, | 
I'll then grow wiſer, leave off playing the fool, 
And hire this play-houſe for a Boarding-School. 
D'ye think the Maids won't be in a ſweet condition, 
When they are under Jo, Haynes's grave tuition ? 
They'll have no occaſion then, I'm ſure to play, 
They'll have ſuch Comings-in another way. 
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Sve ſavore tuli, five hanc ego carmine famam ; 
Jure tibi grates, candide lector, ago. 
Ovid, Triſt. lib. iv. Eleg. 10. 
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To the Honourable 


Ss ROGER MOST YN, Bart. 


Of Moftyn-hall ia Flintſhire. 


SIR 

|S no ſmall reflection on pieces of this nature, that 

Panegyric is ſo much improv'd, and that dedication 
grown more an art than poetry; that authors, to make 
beir patrons more than men, make themſelves leſs; and 
u perſons of honour are forc'd to decline patronizing wit, 
cau'e their modeſty cannot bear the grols ſtrokes of adu- 
(100, 
But give me leave to ſay, fir, that I am too young an 
uthor to have learnt the art of flattery; and, I hope, the 
me modeſty which recommended this play to the world, 
ill alſo reconcile my addreſſes to you, of whom I can ſay 
thing but what your merits may warrant, and all that 
ave the honour of your acquaintance will be proud to vin- 
cate, 
The greateſt Panegyric upon you, fir, is the unpreju- 
c'd and bare truth of your character, the fire of youth, 
ith the ſedateneſs of a ſenator, and the modern gaiety of 
fne Engliſh gentleman, with the noble ſolidity of the an- 
nt Eriton. 
This is the character, fir, which all men, but yourſelf, 
e proud to publiſh of you, aad which more celebrated 
as than tine ſhould tranſmit to poſterity. 
The play has had ſome noble appearances to honour its 
preſentation z and to compleat the fucceſs, I have pre- 
mid to prefix to noble a name to uſher it into the world. 
lately frontiſpiece is the beauty of a building, But here 
mult tranſverſe Ovid: Materia ſuperabit Opus, 


I am, honcurable fir, 
Your moſt devoted, and humble ſervant, 
GEORGE FARQUHAR, 


E 


4 


N affected modeſty is very often the greateſt vai! 
and authors are ſometimes prouder of their blu 
than of the praiſes that occaſion'd them, I ſhan't tber 
fore, like a fooliſh virgin, fly to be purſu'd, and deny vt 
I chiefly wiſh for, I am very willing to acknowledye t; 
beauties of this play, eſpecially thoſe of the third oi 
which not to be proud of, were the height of impure 
who is aſham'd to value himſelf upon ſuch favou:s, un 
values thoſe who conferr'd them, 

As I freely ſubmit to the criticiſms of the judicious, [ 
cannot allow this an ill-play, fiace the town has allow' 
ſuch ſucceſs. When they have pardon'd my fauits, tut 
very ill manners to condemn their indulgence. Some n. 
think (my acquaintance in town being too flender to m: 
a party for the play) that the ſucceſs muſt be deriv'd is 
the pure merits of the cauſe. I am of another opicia 
} have not been long enough in town to raiſe enen 
againſt me; and the Englifh are til] kind to ſtrangers, | 
below the envy of great wits, and above the malice of it! 
ones. I have not diſpleaſed the ladies, nor offended ! 
clergy; both which are now pleas'd to ſay, that a come 
may be diverting without ſmut and profaneneſs. 


ä 


ert to thoſe advantages, the beauties of action gave the 
teſt life to the play, of which the town is ſo ſenſible, 
tall will join with me in commendation of the aQors, 
allow, (without detracting from the merit of others) 
t the theatre royal affords an excellent and compleat 
of comedians. Mr, Wilks's performance has ſet him fo 
above competition in the part of Wildair, that none 
pretend to envy the praiſe dve to his merit. That he 
e the part, will appear from hence, that whenever the 
te has the misfortune to loſe him, Sir Harry Wildair 
go to the jubilee, 

\ great many quarrel at the Trip to the Jubilee for a 
nomer ; I muſt tell them, that perhaps there are greater 
in the play; and when I find that more exact plays 
e had better ſucceſs, ['ll talk with the critics about de- 
ms, &, However, if I ever commit another fault of 
nature, I'll endeavour to make it more excuſable. 
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By a FRIEND. 


O ETS will think nothing ſo checks their fury 
As wit, cits, beaux, and women for their jury, 
Our ſpark's half dead to think what medley's come, 
With blended judgments to pronounce his doom, 
"Tis all falſe fear; for in a mingled pit, 
Why, what your grave don thinks but dully writ, 
His neighbour i'th' great wig may take for wit, 
Some authors court the few, the wile, if any; 
Our youth's content, if he can reach the many, 
Who go with much like ends to church and play, 
Not to obſerve what prieſts or poets ſay, 
No! no! your thoughts, like theirs, lie quite anothe 
way. 
The ladies ſafe may ſmile, for here's no ſlander, 
No ſmut, no lewd-tongu'd beau, no double entendre. 
"Tis true, he has a ſpark juſt come from France, 
But then ſo far from beau—why, he talks ſenſe! 
Like coin oft carry'd out, but—ſeldom brought fra 
thence. 
There's yet a gang to whom our ſpark ſubmits, 
Your elbow ſhaking fool, that lives by's wits, ' 
That's only witty tho', juſt as he lives, by fits. 
Who, lion-like, through bailiffs, ſcours away, 
« Hunts, in the face, a dinner all the day, 5 
« At night with empty bowels grumbles o'er the play. 


. 


vith his maſter's caſh. ſtol'n out of doors, 

loys it on a brace of-——hanourable whores : 

le their good bulky mother pleas'd, fits by, 

d regent of the bubble gallery. 

to our mounted friends, we humbly move, C 


now the modiſh *prentice, he implores, e 


pill your fide-box tricks are much above, 

| never fail to pay us with your love. 

friends ! poor Dorſet garden-houſe is gone: 
merry meetings there are all undone : 

te loſt to us, ſure for ſome ſtrange miſdeeds, 

t ſtrong dog Sarpſon's pull'd it o'er eur heads, 
; rope like thread; but when his fortune's told him, 
|| hear perhaps of rope will one day hold him: 
leaſt, I hope, that our good-natur'd town 

| find a way to pull his prices down. 

Vell, that's all! now gentlemen for the play, 
ſecond thoughts, I've but two words to ſay 

has it is for your delight deſign'd, 

it, read, try, judge, and ſpeak as you find, 


ihe 


from 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


fecting humorous gaie- : 

ty and freedom in his Mr. Wilts, 
behaviour, 

SrAN- A diſbanded colonel, Mr. Pow 
DARD, brave and generous. «TOWEL, 


Outwardly pious, o- 
therwiſe a great de- 
ViIzaxd, bauchee, and villain- Mir. Ma bis 


ous, 
SuUGGLER, An old merchant, Mr. Jonvs0s, 


A pert London r 66 * 


Crincukx, Jtice turn'd beau, and af- 133 
fecting travel. 


CLINCHER His brother, educatedF Mr. nyo 
jun. in the country. p | 


Dicxy, His man. Mr, Noga1s, 
Tom ERRAND, A porter, Mr, Haynes. 


WOM E N. 

A lady of a jilting tem- 
er, proceeding from a (Mrs. VIII AT 

LUREWELL, J reſentment of her wrongs GEN, 
from men, 

dy Dan- An old lady, mother 
3 to Angelica. ” [ Mrs. Powl, 
Avec, A woman of honour, Mrs. Roel, 


Maid to Lurewell. Mrs, Moos, 


Sir HARRY 
WILDAIR, 


ö An airy gentleman, af- 


PAR lx, 


Conſtable, Mob, Porter's Wife, Servants, &ec⸗ 
SCENE, LONDON, 


1 
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Sc E Nr, The Park. 


Enter Vizard with a letter, ſervant following. 


n. ANGELICA ſend it back unopen'd | ſay you? 
Szxv. As you ſee, fir. 

Viz, The pride of theſe virtuous women is more in- 
Ferable than the immodeſty of proſtitutes———after all 
y encouragement to ſlight me thus! 

Stxv, She (aid, fir, that irnagining your morals ſincere, 
egive you acceſs to her converſation : but that your late 
taviour in her company has convinc'd her, that your love 
dreligion are both hypocriſy, and that ſhe believes your 
ner Ike yourſelf, fair on the outſide, foul within; fo 
it it dack unopen'd. 

Viz. May obſtinacy guard her beauty till wrinkles bury 
then may deſire prevail to make her curſe that untimely 
ide that her diſappointed age repent I'll be reveng'd 
e very firſt opportunity ſaw you the old lady 
pling, her mother? hay” 


dra v. Yes, fir, and ſhe was plezs'd to ſay much in your 
Mmendatian, 


RUG 
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V1z. That's my cue an eſteem grafted in old u 
is hardly rooted out; years ſtiffen their opinions with the 
bodies, and old zeal is only to be cozen'd by young hy 
Criſy,e[Aſfide.] Run to the lady Lurewell's, and kn 
of her maid, whether her Iadyſhip will be at home ty 
evening. Her beauty is ſufficient cure for Angelic! 
ſcorn, 

[Exit Serv. Viz. pulls out a book, reads, and wil 
about. 


* „ — <7 — 


Enter Smuggler. 


Svc. Ay, there's a pattern for the young men o 
times, at his meditation ſo early; ſome book of pious tir 
culations, I'm ſure. 

Viz. This Hobs is an excellent fellow! [Afide.] 0 
uncle Smuggler ! to find you at this end o'th' town is a n- 


racle. 
Sub. I have ſeen a miracle this morning indeed, couſin 


Vizard. 

VIz. What is it, pray, fir? 

Suu s. A man at his devotinn fo near the court 
I'm very glad, boy, that you keep your ſanity untaint 
ed in this infectious place; the very air of this park! 
heatheniſh, and every man's breath I meet ſcent; d 
atheiſm. 

V1z. Surely, fir, ſome great concern muſt bring jou 
this unſanctify'd end of the town. 

Suv s. A very unſanQify'd concern, truly couſin. 

Viz, What is't ? 

SVG. A law ſuit, boy—ſhall I tell you 1; 
the Swan is newly arriv'd from St. Sebaſtian, laden vit 
Portugal wines: now the impudent rogue of a tide-waite' 
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us the face to affirm tis French wines in Spaniſh cafes, 
md has indiaed me ups the fratufe Oo conſcience ! 
conſcience! theſe tide-waters and ſurveyors plague us 
more with their French wines, than the war did with 
French privateerg—Ay, there's another plague of the 


ation, 
Enter Colonel Standard. 


A red coat and feather. | 
Viz, Col. Standard, I'm yobr humble ſervant. 
Sravd. May be not, fir. 

Viz, Why fo? 

STAND, Becauſe I'm diſbanded. 

Viz. How ? broke ! 

STAND. This very tnorning, in Hide-Park, my brave re- 
ment, a thouſand men that look 'd like lions yeſterday, 
ere ſcatter'd, and look'd as poor and ſimple as the herd 
ff deer that graz'd beſide et. 

uv o. Tab, al, deral. [Singing.] Vit have a bonſire this 
light as high as the monument. 

STanD, A bonfire! thou dry, wither'd, ill nature; had 

it thoſe brave fellows ſwords defended you, your houſe 

ad been a bonfire ere this about your ears did we not 
enture our lives, fir ? 

Svc, And did we not pay for your lives, ſir  — 

ſenture your lives! l'm ſure we ventur'd ovr money, and 

at's life and ſoul to me —— f, we'll maintain you as 

(ger, 

STanp, Then your wives ſhall, old AQtacon; there are 

re and thicty ſtrapping officers gong this moroing to live 

pon free quarter ia the city. | 
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Suu. O Lord! O Lord! I ſhall have a ſon within these 
nine months born with a leading ſtaff in his hand 
you ar———— 

Sr AND. What, fir? 

SuvuG. Sir, I lay that you are——— 

Sr AND. What, ſir? : 

Sm uG., Diſbanded, fir, that's all I' ſee my lawn 
yonder. [Exit 

V1z. Sir, I'm very ſorry for your misfortune, 

SrAN D. Why ſo? I don't come to borrow money d 
you; if you're my friend, meet me this evening at tie 
Rummer, ['ll pay my foy, drink a health to my king, prof 
perity to my country; and away for Hungary to-mer- 
row morning. | 

V1z. What! you won't leave us? 

STAND. What! a ſoldier ſtay here ! to look like an c 
pair of colours in Weſtminſter hall, ragged and ruſty? n, 
nol _— met yeſterday a broken Lieutenant, he vu 
aſham'd to own that he wanted a dinner, but begg'd eigi- 
teen-pence of me to buy a new ſcabbard for his (word, 
| V1z. O, but you have good friends, colonel ! 

STaNnD. O, very good friends! my father's a lord, nl 
my elder brother a beau; mighty good friends indeed 
VIZ. But your country may perhaps want your ſor 
agen. . 

STAND. Nay, for that matter, let but a fingle d 


beat up for volunteers between Ludgate and Charingerd - 
and I ſhall undoubtedly hear it at the walls of Buda. T 
V1z. Come, come, colonel, there are ways of mati « 


your fortune at home make your addreſſes to the fi 
you're a man of honour and courage. , 


- 4 


leſe 
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ver 


Tus CONSTANT COUPLE. 119 


STauD, Ay, my courage is like todo me wondrous ſer- 
ce with the fair: this pretty croſs cut over my eye will 
tra a dutcheſs——1 wariant 'twill be a mighty grace 
2 my oglhng——had | us'd the ſtratagem of a certain bro- 
her colonel of mine, I might ſucceed, 

Viz. What was it, pray? 
ran p. Why, to ſave his pretty face for the women, 
e always turn'd his back upon the enemy. He was a 
zo of honour for the ladies. 

V:z. Come, come, the loves of Mars and Venus will 
ever fail, you muſt get a miſtreſs. | 
STAND. Prithee, no more on't=———— you have awa- 


2n'd a thought; from which, and the kingdom, I wou'd 


we ſtoll'n away at once, To be plain, I have a 


rites, 


Viz. And ſhe's cruel. 

DTAND. No, 

Viz Her parents prevent your happinets. 

STAND. Nor that. 

Viz, Then ſhe has no fortune. 

STAND. A large one; beauty to tempt all mankind, and 
tue to beat of their aſſaults, O Vizard! ſuch a crea. 
vie! 


iter Sir Harry Wildair, croſſes the ſtage finging, with 


footmen after him. 


ey day! who the devil have we here? 

Viz. The joy of the play-bouſe and life of the park; 
C tiarry Wildair newly come from Paris. 

STAND. Sir Harry Wildair! diq not he make à cam- 
en in Flanders ſome three or four years ago? 


Viz. The ſame. 
K 2 


1160 Tux CONSTANT COUPLE, 


STanD. Why, he behaved himſelf very bravely, 

Vin. Why not? do'ſt think bravery and gaiety ue i 
confiſtent? he's a gentleman of moſt happy circumſtance, 
born to a plentiful eſtate ; has had a genteel and eaſy ed 
cation, free from the rigidneſs of teachers, and ped 
of ſchools. His flarid conſtitution being never ruffled h 
misfortune, nor ſtinted in its pleaſures, has render'd hi 
entertaining to others, and eaſy to himſelf. Tri 
all paſſion into gaiety of humour, by which he chuſe 
ther to rejoice with his friends, than be hated by any; 
you ſhall ſee. 


Re-enter Wildair. 


Wirn. Ha, Vizard! 

V13., Sir Harry! 

WI Ip. Who thought to find you out of the Rubrick 
long? I thought thy hypocrify had been wedded to a puly 
cufhion long ago—ſir, if I miſtake not your face, ya 
name is Standard. 

STanvp. Sir Harry, I'm your humble ſervant, „ 

Win. Come, gentlemen, the news, the news 00 
tewn, for I'm juſt arriv'd, 

Viz. Why, in the city-end o'th' town we're playing th 


* 


4 
6 
[ 
| 
| 


| knave, to get eſtates, 00 
5 STAND. And in the court · end playing the fool, in e 
ing em. 

1 Wir p. Juſt ſo in Paris; I'm glad we're grown fo m 
1% dich. 1 


Viz. We are ſo reform'd, that gallantry is takes 
vice. : 

STAND, And hypocriſy for religion, 

W31Llvp. Alamode de Paris; agen. 
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Vn. Not one whore between Ludgate and Aldgate, 
rA. But ten times more cuckolds than ever, 

V1z, Nothing like an oath in the city. 

rand, That's a miſtake; for my major ſwore 2 hun- 
d and fifty laſt night to a merchant's wife in her bed- 
under, 

WILD. Pſhaw, this is trifling: tell me news, gentle- 
nw, What Lord has lately broke his fortune at the 
dom-Porter's? or his heart at New Market, for the loſs 
arace? What wife has been lately ſuing in Doctors- 
nmons for alimony ? or, what daughter run away with 
r father's valet ? What beau gave the nobleſt ball at the 
th, or had the finett coach in the ring? 1 want news, 
tlemen, 

STanD. Faith, fir, theſe are no news at all, 

Viz, But pray, Sir Harry, tell us ſome news of your 
dels. 

LD. With all my heart—you muſt know then, 1 
it over to Amſterdam in a Dutch ſhip : I there had a 
ich whore for five ſtivers: I went from thence to Lan- 
, where | was heartily drub'd in the battle with the 
end of a Swiſs muſket. I thence went to Paris, where 
ad half a dozen intrigues, bought half a dozen new 
„ fought a couple ob duels, and here tam gen in ſta- 
O. 

'tz, But we heard that you deſign'd to make the tour 
Italy; what brought you back ſo ſoon ? 

11d. That which brought you into the world, and 
| perhaps carry you out of it; a woman. 

— What! quit the pleaſures of travel for a wo- 
| * 
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Wirrtvy. Ay, colonel, for ſuch a woman! I had rather fe 
her ruelle than the palace of Lewis le Grand: there's mor 
glory in her ſmile, than in the jubilee at Rome, and 
wou'd rather kiſs her hand than the Pope's toe. 

V1z. You, colorel, have been very laviſh in the beau 
and virtue of your miſtreſs; and Sir Harry here, has bee 
no leſs eloquent in the praiſe of his. Now will I lay y: 
both ten guineas a piece, that neither of them is ſo pretty 
ſo witty, or ſo virtuous, as mine. 

STAND. Tis done. 

WiLlD. II double the ſtake but, gentlemen, no 
I think on't, how ſhall we be reſolv'd? For I Know 
where my miſtreſs may be found; ſhe left Paris about 
month before me, and I had an account 

STaxnD,. How, fir! left Paris about a month befe 
you ? : 

Wirp. Yes, fir, and | had an account that ſhe loc 
ſomewhere in St. lames's. 

V1z. How! ſomewhere in St. James's ſay you? 

Wirp. Ay, fir, but 1 know not where, and perk: 
mayn't find her this fortnight, 

STanD. Her name, pray, Sir Harry. 

V1z. Ay, ay, her name; perhaps we know her, 

Wiro. Her name! Ay ſhe has the ſofteſt, white 
hand that e'er was made of fleſh and blood, her lips 
| balmy tweet 

STAND, But her name, fir. 

W1LlD. Then her neck and breaſt ;-—her bteaſts do 
heave, ſo heave. . [Singe 

V1z. But her name, fir, her quality, 

Witn Then her ſhape, colonel, 

STAnD., But her name I want, fr, 
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l. 
WILD. Then her eyes, Vizard ! 1 
Sran d. *Pſhaw, Sir Harry, her name, or nothing. - = 
Witp. Then if you mult have it, ſhe's call'd the lady N 
——but then her foot, gentlemen, ſhe dances to a miracle. | | 
Vizard, you have certainly loſt your wager. | j 
Viz. Why, you have certainly loſt your ſenſes z we I! 
' 


hall never diſcover the picture, unleſs you ſubſcribe the 


came, | 
ett Witp. Then her name is Lurewe:l, 1 
STand. Sdeath, my miltreis, [Alide, wt! 
Viz My miitrets, by Jupiter, [Alide, i 

no Wiip, Do you know her, gentlemen ? | 

STAND. I have ſeen her, fir. | 

wt W1LD, Can'ft tell where ſhe lodges ? Tell me, dear co-- | 

lone]. | 

fe STanD. Your humble ſervant, fir. [Exit Stand, it 
F WILD. Nay, hold colonel, I'll follow you, and will jj 
nor. [ Runs out, bf 


Viz, The lady Lurewell, his miſtreſs! He loves here 
But he loves me—but he's a baronet, and I plain Vizard; 
be has a coach 'and fix, and I walk afoot; I was bred in 
London, and he in Patris that very circumſtance has 
murder'd me then ſome ſtratagem muſt be laid to divert 
e pretenſions. 


5 Re enter Wildair. 


WiIrp. Prithee, Dick, what makes the colonel fo out of 
humour ? 

Viz, Becauſe he's out of pay, I ſuppoſe, 

Wirv. 'Slife that's true; I was be giuning to mifiruft 
ſome rivalſhip in the caſe, 
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V1z. And ſuppoſe there were, you know the colonel 
can fight, Sir Harry. 

Wirp. Fight | 'Pſhaw! but he can't dance, ha! We 
contend for a woman, Vizard ! 'Slife, man, if ladies were 
to be gain'd by ſword and piſtol only, what the devil ſhould 
all we beaux do? 

VI2z. Ill try him farther. [Afide.) But wou'd not you, 
Sir Harry, fight for this woman you ſo much admire? 

Wirp. Fight! Let me conſider. I love her=—that's 
true but then I love honeſt Sir Harry Wildair better, 
The lady Lurewell is divinely charming———right——but 
then a thruſt i"th'guts, or a Middleſex Jury, is as ugly 2: 
the devil. 

Viz, Ay, Sir Harry, 'twere a dangerous caſt for a bean 
baronet to be tried by a parcel of greaſy, grumbling, ber- 
tering boobies, who wou'd hang you purely becauſe you are 
a gentleman. 

Wirp. Ay, but on t'other hand, I have money enough 
to bribe the rogues with: ſo upon mature deliberation, | 
wou'd fight for her, But no more of her, Prithee, 
Vizard, can't you recommend à friend to a pretty miſtreſi 
by the by, till I can find my own ? You have ftore, I'm 
ſure; you cunning poaching dogs make ſurer game, than 
we that hunt open and fair. Prithee now, good Vizard. 

V1z. Let me conſider a little. Now love and re- 


yenge inſpire my politicks. [ Aſide, 
[Pauſes whilſt Sir Harry walks ſinging. 
W1LD. Pſhaw! thou'rt as long ſtudying for a new mik 
treſs, as 2 drawer js piercing a new pipe. 
V1z. I deſign a new pipe for you, and wholſome wine; 
you'll therefore bear a little expectation. 
WiLD. Hal ſay'ſt thou, dear Vizard, 
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Viz, A girl of ſixteen, Sir Harry, 

Witp, Now fixteen thouſand bleflings light on thee, 
Viz, Pretty and witty. 

Wilp, Ay, ay, but her name, Vizard, 

Viz, Her name! yes che has the ſofteſt whiteſt 
d that e'er was made of ftefh and blood, her lips fo bal- 
17 13 

Wird. Well, well, but where ſhall I find her, man? 

Viz, Find her !—but then her foot, Sir Harry; ſhe 
unces to a miracle. 

Wird. Prithee don't diſtract me. 

Viz, Well then, you muſt knew, that this lady is the 
reateſt beauty in town; her name's Angelica: ſhe that 
piſes for her mother is a private bawd. and call'd the 
lady Darling; ſhe goes for 2 baronet's lady, (no difnarage- 
ment to your honour, Sir Harry} | aſſure you. 

Wiup, Pſhaw, hang my honour; but what ſtreet, what 
kouſe ? 

Viz. Not fo faſt, Sir Harry; you muſt have my paſſport 
for four admittance, and you'll find my recommendation in 
tine or two will procure you very cieil entertainment 
| luppole twenty or thirty pieces handiomely plac'd, will 
hin the point; I'll enſure her ſound. 

Wird. Thou deareſt friend to a man in neceſſity. 
Here, ſirrah, order my coach about to St. James's, I'll 
ilk acroſs the park. [To his ſervant» 


Eater Clincher Senior. 


CLtvcn, Here, firrah, order my coach about to St, 
James's, I'll walk acroſs the park too 
Mr. Vizard, your moſt devoted m 
> [to Wildair] I admire the mode of your  ſkoulder- 
dot. 
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Methinks it hangs very emphatically, and carries an airs! 
travel in it ; | 
Your ſword-knot too is m»ſt ornamentally mr odifh, 
And bears a foreign mien, 
Gentlemen, my brother is juſt arrived in town, 
So that being upon the wing to kiſs his hands, 
I hope you'll pardon this abrupt departure, of 
Gentlemen, your molt devoted, and moſt faithful hum: 
ſervant. [Exi, 
Wirp. Prithee doſt know him? 
Viz. Know him! why 'tis Clincher, who was apprens 
tice to my uncle Smuggler, the merchant ia the city, 
W1rp. What makes him fo gay! 
V1z, Why he's in mourning. 
WiLlp. In mourning ! 
V1z. Yes, for his father, the kind old man in Hertferd 
ſhire t'other day broke his neck a fox-huntirg ; 
The ſon upon the news has broke his indentures ; 
Whip'd from behind the counter into the fide- box, 
Fariwea!s merchandiie, where he muſt live by cheating, 
And uſurps gentility, where he may die by raking. 
He keeps his coach and liveries, brace of geldings, 
Leaſh of miſtreſſes, talks of nothing but wines, 
Intrigues, plays, faſhions, and going to the Jubilee, 
Wirp. Ha, ha, ha, how many pc uad ef pulvil muſt the 
fellow ule in ſweetning himſelf from the ſmell of hops 10 
tobacco ? 
Faugh—!'my conſcience meth--ught, 
Like Olivia's lover, he ſtunk of Thames-ſtreet, 
But now tor Angelica, that's her name: 
We'll to the prince's ch:.colate- houſe, 
Where you ſhall write my paſſport, Allons, [Exeut!, 
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SC E N E, Lady Lurewell's lodgings. 


Lurewell and her maid Parly. 


Lure. Parly, my pocket book—let me ſee Madrid, 
Venice, Paris, London !=Ay, Londen! They may talk 
What they will of the hot countries, but I find love 
Moſt fruitſul under this climate—in a month's ſpace, 

Have | gain'd—let me ſee, Imprimis, cojonel Standard. 

PAR. And huw will your ladyſhip manage him? 

Lux E. As all ſoldiers ſhould be manag'd, he ſhall ſerve 
me till | gain my ends, then I'll ciſband him. | 

Pax. But he loves you, madam, | 


Luxe. Therefore | (corn him; 
| hate all that dofi't love me, and light all that do: 
Would his whole deluding ſex admir'd me ! 
Thus wou'd 1 flight them all; 
My virgin and un vary innocence 
Was wrong'd by faithleſs man, 
But now glance eyes, plot brain, diſſemble face, 
Lye tongue, and be a ſecond Eve to tempt, ſeduce, and 
Damn the treacherous kind. 
Let me iurvey my captives. 
ha The colonel leads the van; neyt Mr. Vizard, 
He courts me out of the practice of piety, 
Therefore is a hypocrite : 
Then Clincher, he adores me with orangeree, 
Ard is conſequently a fool; 
Then my old merchant, Alderman Smuggler, 
He's a compound of both; out of which medley of 


lovers, if I don't make good diverfion=———What d'ye think, 
"y Parly ? 


100 
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Pax, I think, madam, I'm like to be very virtuous ia 
your ſervice, 

If you teach me all thoſe tricks that you uſe to your lo- 
vers. 

Lon. You're a fool, child? obſerve this, that tho'a 
woman ſwear, forſwear, lie, diſſemble, backbite, be proud, 
vain, malicious, any thing, if ſhe ſecures the main chance, 
ſhe's ſtil] virtuous ; that's = maxim, 

PAR. I can't be perſuaded tho', madam, but that you 
really lov'd Sir Harry Wildair in Paris, 

Luxe. Of all the lovers [| ever had, he was my greateſt 
plague, for | cou'd never make him uneaſy ; I left him in- 
volv'd in a duel up*a my account: I long to know, whe- 
ther the Fop be kill'd or not. 


Enter Standard. 


O Lord! no ſooner talk of killing, but the ſoldier is con- 
jur'd up; you're upon hard duty, colonel, to ſerve your 
king, your country, and a miſtreſs too. 

STAND. The latter, I muſt confeſs, is the hardeſt; for 
in war, madam, we can be reliev'd in our duty; but in 
love, who wou'd take our poſt, is our enemy; emulation 
in glory is tranſporting, but rivals here intolerable. | 

Luxz. Thoſe that bear away the prize in the field, 
ſhould boaſt the ſame ſucceſs in the bed chamber; and 1 
think, conſidering the weaknels of cur ſex, we ſhou'd 
make thoſe our companions who can be our champions. 

STAND. I once, madam, hop'd the honour of defending 
you from all injuries thro” a title to your lovely perſon, but 
now my love muſt attend my fortune, My commiſſion, 
madam, was my paſſport to the fair; adding a nobleneſs to 
my paſſion, it ſtampt a value in my love; *twas once the 


li 


2 
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life of honour, but now its winding -ſheet, and with it 
muſt my love be buried. 

pak. What ! diſbanded colonel ? 

STanD. Yes, Mrs, Parly. 

pax. Faugh, the nauſeous fellow ! be ſtinks of poverty 


already. L Aſide. 
Luxe. His misfortune troubles me, cauſe it may pre- 
rent my deſigns. [ Aſide. 


STanD, I'll chuſe, madam, rather to deſtroy my paſſion 
by abſence abroad, than have it tarv'd at home. 


Lunz. I'm dorry, fir, you have ſo mean an opinion of 


my affeQion, as to imagine it founded upon your fortune. 
And to convince you of your miſtake, here I vow by all 
that's ſacred, I own the ſame affection now as before, Let 
it ſuſfice, my ſortune is confiderable. 

STanD, No, madam, no, I'll never be a charge to her 
I love! The man that ſells himſelf for gold, is the worſt of 
proſtitutes, 

Luxz. Now were he any other creature but a man, 1 
con'd love him. | [Aſide. 

STAND. This only laſt requeſt I make, that no title re- 
commend a fool, no office introduce a knave, nor coat a 
coward to my place in your affections; fo farewel my 
country, and adieu my love. [Exit, 

Luxe, Now the devil take thee for being ſo honourable; 
here, Parly, call bim back, 1 ſhall loſe half my diverſion 
elſe. Now for a trial of ſkill, 


Re-enter colonel, 
bir, I hope you'll pardon my curioſity: * 
When do you take-/your journey > | 
Sau. Te-morrow exorning, early, madam, 


— — 
- 
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LuRE, So ſuddenly! which way are you defign'd to 
travel ? 

STAND. That I can't yet reſolve on. 

Lurz. Pray fir, tell me, pray fir, I intreat you; why 
are you ſo obſtinate ? 

STAND. Why are you ſo curious, modem ? 

LURE. Becauſek!ÿ⸗ꝝł46 

SrAN D. What! 

IL. UR E. Becaule, I, I, 

STAND. Becauſe! What madam ?—pray tell me. 

LV RE. Becaule I defign to follow. (Crying 

STAND. Follow me! By all that's great, I ne'er v4 
proud before, 

But luch love from ſuch a creature 

Might well the vanity of the proudeſt prince. 
Follow me! By heavens thou ſhalt not, 

What ! expoſe thee to the hazards of a CAT p 
Rather I'll ſtay, and here 

Bear the contempt cf fools, and worſt of fortvne, 

LURE. You need not, ſhall not, "wy eſtate fer both 
ſufficient. 

SrAxb. Thy eſtate! No, T'll turn a knave, and pur: 
chaſe one mylelf; I'll cringe to the proud man | under. 
mine, and fawn on him that I wou'd bite to death; | 

tip my tongue with flattery, and ſmooth my face w 

ſmiles; I'll turn pimp, informer, office-broker, nay oward, 
to be great; and facrifice it all to thee, my generou 
fair. : 

Lux. And I'll diſſemble, lye, fwear, jilt, any thing, 
but 1'/] reward thy love, and recompenſe thy noble paſſion. 

STAND. Sir Harry, ha, ha, ha; poor Sir Harry, ha, hi, 
ha, ha, rather kils her hand than the Pope's toe, ba, bs. 
ha. 


lo 
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Lunz. What Sir Harry, colonel, what Sir Harry! 
STAND, Sir Harry Wildair, madam. 

Luxe. What? Is he come over? : 

STanD, Ay, and he told me—but 1 don't believe a ſyl- 
able on't. 

Len. What did he tell you? 

dran b. Ouly called you his miſtreſs, and pretending to 
be extravagant in your commendation, weuld vainly infi- 
puate the praiſe of his own judgment and good fortune in 
a choice, 
Luke, How eabily is the vanity of fops tickled by our 
ſex ! 

STand, Why, your ſex is the vanity of fops. 

Lunz. O' my conſcience, | believe io ; this gentleman, 
decaule he danc'd well, I pitch'd on for a partner at a ball 
in Paris, and ever ſince he has lo periecuted me with let- 
ters, ſongs, dances, ſerenading, flattery, foppery, and noilc, 
that | was forc'd to fly the kingdom——and | warrant yuu 
te made you jealuus. 

STaxD. Faith, madam, I was little uneaſy, 

Loxk. You ſhall have a plentiful revenge; Ill ſend kim 
back all his fooliſh letters, ſongs and verſes, and you your 
elf thall carry 'em; 'twill afford you opportunity of 
triumphing, and free me from his farther impertinence ; 
for of all men he's my averſion, I'll run and fetch them 
inſtant ly. 

STAND. Dear madam, a rare project! How ſhall I bait 
him like Acaeon with his own dogs—Well, Mrs. Parly, *tis 
order'd by act of parliament, that you receive no more 
pieces, Mrs, Parly,— 


13 Tus CONSTANT COUPLE, 


Pas, Tis provided by the ſame act, that you fend 
more meſſages by me, good colonel ;” you muſt not pretedd 
to ſend any more letters, unleſs you can pay the po lige. 

STAND, Come, come, don't de mercenary ; take ei. 
ample by your lady, be honourable, 

PAR. A lack a day, fir, it fhews a* ridi culoue and havgh- 
ty for us to imitate our betters in their honour, as in thei 
finery; leave honour to nobility that can ſupport it: we 
poor folks, colonel, have no pretence to't; and truly, | 
think, fir, that your honour ſhou'd be caſhier'd with you 
leading-ſtaff, 

S rav. 'Tis one of the greateſt curſes of poverty, te 
be the jeſt of chambermaids ! 


Enter Lurewell. y 


| 
Lox. Here's the packet, colonel ; the whole mg 
of love's artillery. [Gives him the packe 
STaxp. Which ſince I have gain'd, I will torn upon the i | 
enemy; madam, I'll bring you the news of my viftn 
this evening. Poor Sir Harry, ha, ha, ha. Leni. Go, 
Lua. To the right about as you were, march, colonel! 
Ha, ha, ha. 


Vain man, who boalts of ſtudy'd parts and viles! 
Nature in us, your deepeſt art beguiles, 

Stamping deep cunning in our frowns and ſmiles. 
Von toil for art, your intelle &ts you trace; 
Woman, without a thought, bears policy in her face, 
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S CE N E, Clincher Junior's lodgings. 


Enter Clincher opening a letter, ſervant following. 


Clin. [reads.] “ Dear brother, 


y | Will ſee you preſently: I have ſent this lad to wait 
Jon you, he can inſtru you in the faſhions of the 
town; I am your affeQionate brother, 


« Clincher,” 


Very well, and what's your name, fir ? 

int Dick. My narme is Dicky, fir, 
Clin, Dicky ! 
Dick. Ay, Dicky, fir. 
Citi, Very well, a jretty name! And what can you 
©, Mr. Dicky ? 

Dicx, Why, fir, I can powder a wig, and pick up a 
whore, 
rin. O Lord! O Lord! A whore ! Why are there 
many whores in this town ? 
Dick. Ha, ha, ha, many whores? there's a queſtion 
ndeed ; why fir, there are above five hundred ſurgeons in 
town Hark e, fir, do you ſee that woman there in the 
et ſcarf, and red knots ? 

Crix. Ay, fir, what then? 

Diek. Why, the ſhall be at ybur ſervice in three mi- 
nes, as I'm à pimp. 


vor. I, * 
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CLrn. O Jupiter Ammon! Why ſhe's a gentlewoman 
Diek. A gentlewoman ! Why, ſo are all the whores is 
town, fir, | 


Eater Clincher Senior, 


CLi1n, ſen, Brother, you're welcome to London 

CL1n, jun. I thought, brother, you ow'd ſo much to 
the memory of my father, as to wear mourning for hi: 
death. ' 

Crx. ſen. Why fo 1 do, fool; I wear this becauſe] 
have the eſtate, and you wear that, becauſe you have rot 
the eſtate. You have cauſe to mourn indeed, brother, 
Well, brother, I'm glad to fee you, fare you well. 

Going, 

CL1v. jun. Stay, ſta brother, where are == 

CLin, ſen. How naturel "tis for a country-booby to iſ 
impertinent queſtions. Hark'e, fir, is not my father deid? 

CL1n. jun. Ay, ay, to my forrow. 

CL1n. ſen, No matter for that, he's dead; and am on 
I a young powder'd extravagant Engliſh heir ? 

C11w. jun. Very right, fir, 

CLin. ſen, Why then, fir, you may be ſure that Iw 
going to the Jubilee, fir, 

CL1V. jun. Jubilee! What's that? 

C11w. ſen, Jubilee! Why the Jubilee is—faith I din 

aow what it is. 

Dick. Why, the Jubilee is the ſame thing with en 
Jord mayor's day in the city; there will be pageants, 100 
ſquibbs, and raree-ſhows, and all that, fir. 

Cin. jun. And muſt you go ſo ſoon, brother? 

Civ. ſen, Yes, fir, for I muſt ſtay a month in Amitr 
=P Wc to ſtudy poetry, 
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eri. jun. Then 1 ſuppoſe, brother, you travel through 
Muſcovy to learn faſhions : don't yos, brother ? 
Cui. ſen. Brother! Prithee, Robin, don't call me bro» 


ther; fir will do every jot as well, 

City, jun. O Jupiter Ammon ! Why fo ? 

Clin. ſen. Becauſe people will imagine that you have 2 
ſight at me— but have you ſeen your copſin Angelica 
yet, and her mother the lady Darliog ? 

Ci1y, jun. No, my dancing-maſter has not been with 
me yet : how ſhall 1 ſalute them brother ? 

Crix. ſen. *Pſhaw, that's enly, tis only two ſcrapes, a 
kils, and your humble ſervant; Ill tell you more when 1 
come from the Jubilee : come along. Exeunt. 


S C E N E, lady Darling's houſe, 
Enter Wildair with 2 letter. 


Wilp, „ Like light and heat incorporate we lay, 
« We bleſt the night, and curſt the coming Jay.” 4 


Well, if this paper-kite flies ſure, I'm fecure of my game 
—Humph! The prettieſt borde] 1 have ſeen, a very 
— genteel one. [Footmen croſs the ftage.] Hey day 
Fquipage too! Now for « bauwd by the curteſy, anda 
whore with a coat of arme. Sdeath, I'm afraid I've miſ- 
taken the houſe, 


Enter lady Darling. 
No, this muſt be the bawd by her bulk. 
Das. Your buſineſs, pray fi? 
Wird. Pleaſure, madatm. 


Dar, Then, fir, you have no buſineſs here. 
L 2 
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W1LD. This letter, madam, will inform you farther; 


Mr. Vizard ſent it, with his humble ſervice to your lady- 


fhip. 
Dax. How does my couſin, fir ? 
W1Lp. Ay, her couſin too, that's right procureſs agen, 


Dari. [Reads.] “ Madam, 


© EARNEST inclintion to ſerve— Sir Harry — Mt 


dam Court my couſin . — Gentleman Por- 
tune 
« Your ladyſhip's moſt humble ſervant. 
„ VIZARD. 


Sir, your fortune and quality are ſufficient to recom- 
mend you any where; but what goes farther with me, is 
the recommendation of ſo ſober and pious a young gentle- 
man as my couſin Vizard. 

W1rLD. A right ſanctify'd bawd o' my word. [ Aſide, 

DART. Sir Harry, your converſation with Mr. Vizard ar- 
gues you a gentleman, free from the looſe and viciou: 
carriage of the town; I'll therefore call my daughter. 

[Exit, 

WI ID. Now go thy way for an illuſtrious bawd of Bi- 
dylon——ſhe dreſſes up a fin ſo religiouſly, that the deri 
wou'd hardly know it of his making. 


Re-enter Darling with Angelica. 


Dart. Pray daughter uſe him civilly, ſuch matches 
won't offer every day. 

W1Lp. O all ye powers of love ! an angel ! 'Sdeath, 
what money bave I got in my pocket! I can't offer her 
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teſs than twenty guineaz——and by Jupiter ſhe's worth a 
hundred, 

ANGEL. Tis he! The very ſame! And his perſon as 
zzreeable as his character of good humour——pray heav'n 
dis filence proceed from reſpect. 

Wruip, How innocent ſhe looks! How would that mo- 
teſty adorn virtue, when it makes even vice look fo charm- 
ng! By heav'n there's ſuch a commanding innocence 
in her looks, that I dare not aſk the queſtion, 

ANGEL, Now all the charms of real love and feign'd 
ind ference aſſiſt me to engage his heart, for mine is loſt _ 
already, 

W1itD, Madam—T, I--Zoons, I cannot hek to her— 
but ſhe's a whore, and | will-Madam, in ſhort, I, 1 
0 bypocriſy, hypocriſy, what a charming fin art thou ? 

Av. He is caught; now to ſecure my conqueſt—I 
thought, ſir, you had buſineſs to communicate. 

W1iLlp. Buſineſs to communicate! how nicely ſhe words 
it! yes, madam, I have a little buſineſs to communicate. 
Don t you love ſinging birds, madam ? 

Axl. That's an odd queſtion for a lover=—Yes, fir. 

WilD. Why then, madam, here is a neſt of the pret- 
leſt goldfinches that ever chirp'd in a cage; twenty young 
mes, 1 aſſure you, madam. 

ANGEL Twenty young ones! what then, fir? 

Wirr. Why then, madam, there are—twenty young 
onet—"Slife, I think twenty is pretty fair. 

ANGEL, He's mad, ſure— Sir Harry, when you have 
learn d more wit and manners, = ſhall be welcome here 
wen. 

Wird. Wit and manners! Igad now I conceive there 
14 great deal of wit and manners in twenty guit eas 


WW 
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I'm fure tis all the wit and manners I have about me x 
preſent. What ſhall 1 do? 


Enter Clincher junior and Dicky. 


What the devil's here? another cosſin, 1 warrant je 
Hark'e, fir, can you lend me ten or a dozen guineas in- 
ſtantly ? I'll pay you fifteen for them in three hours upor 
my honour, | , 

Crix. jun. Theſe London ſparks are plaguy impudent r 
This fellow, by his wig and aſſurance, can be no leſs thr 


a courtier, vi 
Diek. He's rather a courtier by his borrowing. H 
CL11s, jun. Faith, fir, I han't above five guineas aboui 

me, 41 


W3zLD. What buſineſs have you here then, fir? for to 
my knowledge twenty won't be ſufficient, 

CLI x. jun. Sufficient ! for what, fir? or 

Wirp. What fir} why, for that fir, what the dem dh. 
ſhould it be, fir; I know your buſineſs notwithſtanding il ſpl 
your gravity, fir. 

Crs. jun. My buſineſs! why my coufin lives here. 

WIr. I kpow your couſin does live here, and Vizart 
couſin, and every body's coufin———Hark'e, fir, I ſhall re- 
turn immediately; and if you offer to touch her till I come 
back, I ſhall cut your throat, raical. [Exit 

C11v, jun. Why the man's mad, ſure ! 

Dicx. Mad, fir, ay; why he's a beau, 

Cw, jan. A beau! what's that? are all made; 
dear? 

D1cx. No, fir; but moſt beaux are madmen, But 0 
for your couſin : remember your three ſcraps, a kiſs, a6 
your humble ſervaat. [bxeunt, as into the hovit 


Tux CONSTANT COUPLE. 139 


S CE N E, the ſtreet, 


Enter Wildair, colonel following. 


STAwnD. Sir Harry, Sir Harry. 

Wi rp. I'm in haſte, celonel; beſides, if you're In no 
better humour than when 1 parted with you in the park this 
morning, your company won't be very agreeable, 

STanpD. You're a happy man, Sir Harry, who are ne- 
ver out of humour: can nothing move your gall, Sir 
Harr 

on Nothing but impofſbilities, which are the fame 
10 nothing. 

STanD. What impafſibilities? 

WIV p. The reſurre on of my father to difiaherit me, 
or an at of parliament againſt wenching ; a man. of eight 
N thouſand pound per annum to be vext! No, no, anger and 
Oden ere companions for younger brothers, 

STAND. Suppoſe one call'd you-ſag of a whore behind 
your back. 
y Wird. Why, then wou'd I call him raſcal behind his 
lack, fo we're even. 

STAND. But ſuppoſe you had loſt a miſtreſs, 

W1Lp. Why, then 1 wou'd get another. 

STAND, But ſoppoſe you were diſcarded by the wornan 
you love, that wou'd furely trouble you. 

Wiin, You're miſtaken, colonel; my love is e 
tomantically honourable, nor meanly mercenary ; *tis only 
s pitch of gratitude; while ſhe loves me I love her; 
whea ſhe deſiſts, the obligation's void. 
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STAND, But to be miſtaken in your opinion, fir; if th, 
lady Lurewell (only ſuppoſe it) had diſcarded you——1 ſay, 
only ſuppoſe it——and had ſent your diſcharge by me, 

Wilp. 'Pſhaw! that's another impoſſibility. 

STAND. Are you ſure of that ? 

WI Ip. Why, 'twere a ſoleciſm in nature, Why ſhe's: 
rib of me. fir, She dances with me, ſings with me, plays 
with me, {wears with me, lies with me. 

Sr AND. How, fir ? *. 4 

W1LD. I mean in an honourable way; that is, ſhe lie: Wha 
for me. In ſhort, we are as like one another as a couple Nen 
of guineas. 

STAND. Now that I have rais'd you to the higheſt pin. WW 5 


acle of vanity, will I give you ſo mortifying a fall, as ſhall e 
daſh your hopes to pieces | pray your honour to peruſe W 
the ſe papers. { Gives him the packet, om 


Wir p. What is't, the muſler · roll of your regiment, co. Meir 


lonel ? $1 
STAND. No, no, tis a liſt of your forces in your lil for fl 
love campaign : ard, for your comfort, all diſbanded, W 
WI Ip. Prithee, good metaphorical colonel, what de ee 
mean ? hand 
STAND. Read, fir, read; theſe are the fibyls leaves that (Re 


will unfold your deſtiny. 

WrLD So it be not a falſe deed to cheat me of my 
eſtate, what care I.—{ Opening the packet.) Humph! ny 
hanc ! to the lady Lu-eweli——to the lady Lure wel 
to the lady Lurevell what the devil haſt thou been 
tampering with, to ce ju e up th: ſe ſpirits ? 

STAnD. A certain familiar of your acquaintance, fr 
read, read, 


* 
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Wird. [Reading] Madam, my paſſion —ſo natural 
dur beauty contendinę force of charms man- 
ind — eternal admirer Wildair! 1 ne'er was aſham'd of my 
ime before. 

SAND. What, Sir Harry Wildair out of humour! ha, 
u, ha, poor Sir Harry; more glory in her mile than in 
he Jubilee at Rome, ha, ha, ha! But then her foot, Sir 
Harry, ſhe dances to a miracle! ha, ha, ha! Fie, Sir Har- 
75, 2 man of your parts wiite letters not worth keeping! 
What ſay'ſt thou, my dear knight errant? ha, ha, ha! 
jou may ſeck adventures now indeed. 

Vito, [Singiog. ] No, no, let her wander, &c, 

STawvD, You are jilted to ſome tune, fir, blown up with 
alſe muſick, that's all. 

WIL. Now, why ſhould I be angry that a woman is a 
woman ? ſince inconſtancy and falſhood are grounded in 
(beir natures, how can they help it? 

Sry. Then they muſt be grounded in your nature; 
for ſhe's a rib of you, Sir Harry. : 

Wilp, Here's a copy of verfes too; | muſt turn Poet in 
the devil's name, —Stay—'Sdeath, what's here ? this is her 
band—Oh the charming characters! My dear Wildair.“ 
(Reading. ] That's 1 egad ! © this huff bluff colonel” — 
that's he—"* is the rareſt fool in nature“ the devil he 
Is! and as ſuch have I us'd hin”—with all my heart, 
fu h“ | had no better way of letting you know that 
* [l-dge in St James's near the holy lamb, Lure well.“ 
Col-nel, I'm your moſt humble ſervant. 

STAND, Held, fir, you than't go yet; 1 han't deliver'd 
talf my meſſage 

WIr d. Upon my faith but you have, colonel. 


f 


1 
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STAND, Well, well, own your ſpleen ; out with it; 


know you're like to burſt, wo 
W1Lp, I am fo, egad, ha, ha, ha. Al 4 
[Laugh and point at one anette. Yao 

! STAND. Ay, with all my beart, ba, ha. lica ? 
Well, well, that's forc'd Sir Harry. WI. 
W1LD, I was never better pleas'd in all my life, by v n fe 


piter. 

STAND. Well, Sir Harry, 'tis prudence to hide you Thi 
concern, when there's no help fort : Hat to be ſerioy Wh 
now, The lady has ſent you back all your papers ther Her 


I was ſo juſt as not to look upon 'em. A 
WiIrp. I'm glad on't, fir; for there were ſeme thing 
that | would not have you ſee, Vi 


STAND. All this ſhe has done for my ſake, and J deſn 
you would decline any farther prete::fzovs for vour ow 
ſake, So honeſt, good-natur'd Sir Harry, i'm your bur ..... 
ble ſervant. : [Exit iſpox 

WiLlp. Ha, ha, ha, poor colonel ! O the delight ful; 
ingenious miſtreſs! what a life and briſkaeſs it adds to 1 
amour, like the loves of mighty Jove, till tuing in differ 
ent ſhapes, A Legerdemaia miſtreſs, who, Preſto! Pal 
and ſhe's vaniſh'd, then Hey! in an inſtant in your arm 
again. Cong 


Enter Vizard. Li 


Viz. Well met, Sir Harry; what news from the Ian e ere 
ef love? | 

Wr1Lp. Faith, we made but a broken voyage by your “ 
chart; but now I am bound for another port; I told you 
th e colonel was my rival. 

V1z. The colonel! curs'd misfortune ! another ! [Afide, love 
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Wrtp But the civileſt in the world; he brought me 


ord where = miſtreſs lodges; the ſtory's too long to 
ell you now, for I muſt fly. 


Viz, What! have you given over all thoughts of Ange« 
_ 1 #M | ' 

Wi vp. No, no, I'll think of her ſome other time. But 
o for the lady Lurewell ; wit and beauty calls. 


That miſtreſs ne*er can pall her lover's joys, 

Whoſe wit can whet, whene'er her beauty cloys. 

Her little amorous frauds all truths excel, 

And make us happy, being deceiv'd fo well. [Exit, 


Viz. folus—The colonel my rival too] how ſhall I ma- 
ige? There is but one way—him and the knight will f 
et a tilting, where one cuts t'other's throat, and the ſur- 
| viver's hang'd : ſo there will be two rivals pretty decently 

liſpos'd of. Since honour may oblige them to play the 
fool, why ſhould not neceflity engage me to play the knave. 

x [Exit. 


SC EN E, Lurewell's lodgings. 


Lurewell and Parly. 


Lunz, Has my ſervant brought me the money from my 
merchant ? ; 
Pax, No, madam, he met Alderman Smuggler at Char- 


jag · croſs, who has promis'd to wait on you hirmſelf imme- 
diately, | 


Lvzs, "Tis odd, that this old rogue ſhou'd pretend te 
lore me, and at the ſame time cheat me of my money. 


——— — — — 
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PAR, Tis well, madam, if he don't cheat you of ru 
eſtate; for you ſay, the writiags are io his hands, 
Lure. But what ſatisfaction can |1 get cf him? Ok! 
here he comes, 
Enter Smuggler. 


Mr. Alderman, your ſervant; have you brought me 
any money, fir? | 

Suu. Faith, madam, trading is very dead; what witk 
Paying the taxes, raiſing the cuſtoms, loſſes at ſea abroad. 
and maintaining our wives at home, the bank is recuc' 
very low, 

Lure, Come, come, fir, thele evaſions won't ſerve you! 
turn; 1 muſt have money, fir I hope you don't de- 


ſign to cheat me. 
SVG. Cheat you, madam? have a care what you ſay: 


I'm an alderman, madam ! cheat you, madam! | have 
been an honeſt citizen theſe five and thirty years! 

Los. An honelt citizen! bear witneſs, Parly! I zl) 
trap him in more lies preſently, Come, fir, tho" 
am woman, I can take a courſe. 

Su vo. What courſe, madam ? You'll go to law, wil 
ye? I can maintain a ſuit of law, be it right or wrong 
theſe forty years, I'm ſure of that, thanks to the hoxelt 


practice of the courts. 
Luke. Sir, I'll blaſt your reputation, and ſo ruin your 


credit, 

Suu s. Blaſt my reputation! he, he, he: why, I'm 4 
religious man, madam ] | have been very inſti umeatal ia 
the reformation of manners. Ruin my credit! ah, poor 
woman. There is but one way, madam you have a lweet 


leering eye. 
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Lest. Vou inſtrumental in the reformation! How ? 

woo. | whipt all the whores, cut and long-tail, out of 
e pariſh—=ah ! that leering eye! Then I voted for pulling 
wn the playhouſe : ah! that ogle, that ogle— 
hen my own pious example: ah ! that lip, that 
1 
Lenk. Here's a religious rogue for you no- — 4s [ 
re to be ſav'd, I have a good mind to beat the old mon- 


Svc, Madam, I have brought you about a hundred and 
iy guineas, (a great deal of money as times $0) and 
Logg. Come, give em me. 
Sus. Ah! that hand, that hand, that pretty ſoft, 
tite——l] have brought it, you ſee ; but the condition of 
he oblig»tion is ſuch, that whereas tht ſeering eye, that 
uting lip, that pretty ſoft hand, that——you underſtand 
e; you nderſſ and, I'm ſure you do, you little rogue 
Long Here's a villain now, fo covetous that he won't 
ench upon his own coſt, hut weu!d bribe me with my own 
oney. I'll be reveng'd—— Upon my word, Mr. Alder- 
n, you make me bluſh. what d'ye mean, pray? 
Svc, See here, madam. 

[Puts a piece of money in his mouth, 
Joſs and guinea, buſs and guinea, buſs and guinea. 
Luxe, Well, Mr. Alderman, you have ſuch pretty win- 
ing ways, that I will, ha, ha, ha, ha. 


Sus. Will you indeed, he, he, he, my little cocket ; 
dwhen? and where? and how? | 

Logs, Twill be a difficult point, fir, to ſecure both 
hovours; you muſt therefore be diſguis'd, Mr, Aldet- 
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Suu. 'Pſhaw! no matter, I am an old fornicator, [\ 
not half ſo religious as I ſeem to be. You little rogue 
why, I'm dilguis'd as 1 am 3 our ſanctity is all outſide, 
hypocriſy. 

Lug#z. No man is ſeen to come into this houſe ah 
night-fall; you muſt therefore ſneak in, when tis du 
id woman's cloaths. 

Suu. With all my heart I have a ſuit a purpoſe, u 


little cocket : I love to be diſguis'd, Iod, I make ave: 
handſome woman, Icod I do. 


Enter ſervant, whiſpers Lure well. 


Lon. Oh! Mr. Alderman, ſhall 1 beg you to walk int 
next room? here are lome ſtrangers coming up. 
Su v. Buſs and guinea firſt; ha, my little cocket. 
[Lui 


Enter Wildair. 


Wirv. My life, my foul, my all that heaven can git. 
Lunz. Death's life with thee, without thee death to lie 
Welcome my dear Sir Harry, I ſee you get my directions 

W1LpD. Directions! in the moſt charming manner, tho 
dear Machiavel of intrigue. 

Luxe. Still briſk and airy, I find, Sir Harry, 
WIIp. The fight of you, madam, exalts my air, at 
makes joy lighten in my face, 

Lug. I have a thouſand queſtions to aſk you, Sir Ha- 
ry; how d'ye like France ? 

WII. Ah! eſt le plus beau Pais du monde. 

Lvze, Then what made you leave it ſo ſoon? 

Wir. Madam, vous voyez que je vous ſuy partout. 

Lux E. O Monſieur, je vous ſuis fort obligee -t 
where's the court now ? 
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Wild. At Marli, madam, 

tuxs. And where my count La Valier? 

Wiup, His body's in the church of Noſtre Darne, I don't 
ou where his ſoul is, 

Long. What diſeaſe did he die of? 

Witp. A duel, madan; I was his doctor. 

Loxs. How dye mean? 

Witp, As moſt doctors do, I kill'd him. 

Lenz. Fn Cavalier, my dear knigh:-errant, well, and 
ow, and how; what intrigues, what gallantries are car- 
ing on in the beau monde 

WII p. I ſhou'd aſk you that queſtion, madam, ſince 


i ur ladyſhip makes the beau monde wherever you come. 

Luxz. Ah! Sir Harry, I've been almoſt ruin'd, peſter'd 
h death here, by the inceſſant attacks of s mighty colonel, 
Ly 


e has beſieg d me as cloſe as our army did Namur. 

WiLp, I hope your ladyſhip did not ſurrender tho”. 

Lo nz. No, no, but was forc'd to capitulate ; but ſince 
ou are come to raiſe the ſiege, we'll dance, and ſing, and 
laugh. 

W1tp, And love and kiſt—Montrez moy votre chambre. 

Lonz. Attende, attende, un peu remember, Sir 
Harry, you promis'd me in Paris never to 0 that imperti- 
nent queſtion agen. 

Wird. Pſhaw, madam, that was above two months 
10; beſides, madam, treaties made in France are never 
kept, 

Luxe, Won'd you marry me, Sir Harry? 

W1LD, Oh! Le marriage eſt une grand mal,-But ! 
ill marry you. . 


Har 
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Lux. Your word, fir, is not to be rely'don; if a ge; 
tleman will forfeit his h»nour in dealings of buſineſs, t 
may reaſonably ſuſpe his fidelity in an amour. 

WiLlp. My honour in dealings of buſineſs! why, madan, 
I never had any buſineſs ail my life. 

Luxe. Yes, Sir Harry, I have heard a very odd ftor, 
and am ſorry that a gentleman of your figure ſhou'd under 
the icandal. 

Wirp. Out with it, madam. 

Los. Why, the merchant, fir, that tranſmitted yo 

bills of exchange to you in France, complains of ſome in 
dire & and diſhoaourable dealings. 


Wilp. Who, old Smuggler ! | by 

Luk. Ay, ay, you know him I find, 

Wi. | have ſome reaſon, | think; why the rogue ba 
cheated me of above five huadred pound within theſe three KG 
years, 

Lure. *Tis your buſineſs then to acquit yourſelf pub- * 
lickly ; fer he ſpreads the ſc:ndal every where. 7 

Wirp. Acquit mylelf publickly! Here, firrah, my * 
coach; I'll drive inſtantly into the city, and cane the ol A 
villain round the Royal Exchange; he ſhall run the gauat- 0 
jet through a thouſand bruſht bea vers and formal cravats. 15 

Luys. Why, he is in the houle now, fir, y 

Wir. What, in this houſe ? whi 

Luxe. Ay, in the next room, hat 

W1rLD. Then, firrab, lend me your cudgel, Ma 

Lvxs. Sir Harry, you won't raiſe a diſturbance ia my 8 
houſe ? | * 

W1tpD. Diſturbance, madam, no, no, I'll beat him w 


with the temper of a philoſopher; bere, Mrs. Parly, ſhev 
me the gentleman. [Exit with Parly. * 
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Lunz. Now ſhall I get the old monſter well beaten, and 
fir Harry peſter'd next term with blood-ſheds, batteries, 
coſts and damages, ſolicitors and attorneys; and if they 
don't teize him out of his good humour, I'll never plot 
igen. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to another room ia the ſame houſe, 


Enter Smuggler, 


Soc. O, this damn'd tide-waiter! A ſhip and cargo 
worth five theuiand pound! why, 'tis richly worth five - 
hundred perj uries. 8 


Enter Wildair. 


Wi p. Dear Mr. Alderman, I'm your moſt devoted and 
tumble ſervant. 

Suu. My beſt friend, Sir Harry, you're welcome to 
Logland. 

Wird. l' aſſure you, fir, there's nut a man in the 
King's dotminions I'm glader to meet, dear, dear Mr, Alder- 
man, [ Bowing very low. 

u ug. O Lord, fir, you travellers have the moſt obliging 
ways with you. 

Wiro. There is à buſineſs, Mr. Alderman, fall'n out, 
which you may oblige me infinitely by——l am very ſorry 
that I am forc'd to be troubleſome z but neceſſity, Mr. 
Alderman, 

suvs. Ay, fir, as veu ſay, neceſſity—but upon my 
word, fir, I am very ſhort of money at preſent, bu. 

Wiltp, That's not the matter? fr, I'm above an obli- 
uon that way; but the —_ is, Pm reduc'd to an in- 


Yor, l. 
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diſpenſible neceflity of being oblig'd to you for a beatine 
here take this cudgel, 

Suu. A beating, Sir Harry! ha, ha, ha; I beat + 
knight baronet! an Alderman turn cudgel-player ! ha, ha, 
ha. 

WiLp. Upon my word, fir, you muſt beat me, or I cus 
gel you; take your choice, 

Suu. Pſhaw, *plhaw, you jeſt. 

W1Lp. Nay, 'tis ſure as fate: ſo, Alderman, I hope 


you'll pardon my curioſity, [Strikes him, 
SMUG, Curiofity! Duce take your curioſity, fir; whit 
d'ye mean? 


Wirp. Nothing at all; I'm but in jeſt, fir. 

SVG. O, I can take any thing in jeſt , but a man might 
imagine by the ſmartneſs of the ſtroke, that you were in 
downright earneſt, 

W1Lvp. Not in the leaſt, fir; [Strikes him.] not in the 
leaſt indeed, fir, 

Suu. Pray, good fir, no more of your jeſts; for they 
are the blunteſt jeſts that ever I knew, 

WI Ip. [Strikes.] I heartily beg your pardon, with 20 
my heart, fir. 

Su vo. Pardon, fir! well, fir, that is ſatisfaction enoug} 
from a gentleman : but ſeriouſly now, if you paſs any 
more of your jeſts upon me, I ſhall grow angry. 

W1rp. I humbly beg your permiſſion to break one ct 
two more. [Strikes him, 

Suu. O Lord fir, you'll break my bones: are you mad, 
fir? Murder, felony, manſlaughter. 

[Wild. knocks him down. 

W11D. Sir, I beg you ten thouſand pardons; but In 
abſolutely compell'd to't, upon my honour : Sir, nothing 


2 
bo 
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an be more averſe to my inclinations, than to jeſt with my 
toneſt, dear, loving, obliging friend, the Alderman. 
[Striking him all this while, Smuggler tumbles over 
and over, and ſhakes out his pocket-book on the 
floor; Lurewell enters, takes it up. 

Luxz. The old rogue's pocket-book; this may be of 
iſe, [Aſide.] O Lord, Sir Harry's mardering the poor old 
man, 

SauG, O dear, madam, I was beaten in jeſt, till I am 
nuder'd in good earneſt. 

Luxe, Well, well, I'll bring you off, Serior-Frappez, 
Frappez, f 
Suu. O! for charity's ſake, madam, reſcue a poor 
nen. 

Lo RE. O you barbarous man! Hold! hoid | Frappez, 
flu rudement. 

Fiappez, I wonder you are not aſham'd, [Holding Wild, 
\ poor reverend honeit elder—| Helps S:nug. up.] It makes 
i weep to ſee him in this condition, poor man ! 

pow the devil take you, Sir Harry—for not beating him 
arder, Well, my dear, you ſhall come at night, and II 
ke you amends, [Here Sir Harry takes inufl. 
SG, Madam, I will have amends before I leave the 
ae, 

dir, how durſt you uſe me thus? 

WII p. Sir? | 

dure. Sir, I ſay that I will have ſati:faQtion, 

Wit, With all my heart. {Throws ſnuff into his eyes. 
woo. O! murder, blindneſs, fire; O madam, madam, 
*t me ſome water, water, fire, -fire$ water. 

[Exit with Lure well. 


M 2 
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WiLp. How pleaſant is reſenting an injury without pal. 
fion! Tis the beauty of revenge. 


Let ſtat ſemen plot, and under buſineſs groan, 

And ſettling publick quiet loſe their own; 

Let ſoldiers drudge and fight for pay, or fame, 

For when they're ſhot, I think 'tis much the ſame, 
Let ſcholars vex their brains with mood and tenſe, 

And mad with ſtrength of reaſon, fools commence, 
Lofing their wits in ſearching after ſenſe ; 

Their Summum Bonum they muſt toil to gain, 
And ſeeking pleaſure, ſpend their life in pain : 
I make the moſt of life, no hour miſpend, 
Pleaſure's the mean, and pleaſure is my end, 
No ſpleen, no trouble ſhall my time deſtroy, 
Life's but a ſpan, I'll every inch enjoy. (Exit 


a T FT all in 


SCENE, the Street, 


Enter Standard and Vizard. 


STAanD. T Bring him word where ſhe lodg'd ! I the citi 
eſt rival in the world ! *Tis impoſſible, 
V1z. I ſhall urge it no farther, fir, 
I only thought, fir, that my character in the world migil 
add authority to my words without ſo many repetitions, 
STAND. Pardon me, dear Vizard. 
Our belief ſtruggles hard before it can be brought to yitk 
to the diſadvantage of what we love; 


Tis ſo great an abuſe to our judgment, that it mas es the 
faults of our choice our own failing. 
But what ſaid Sir Harry ? 

Viz, He pitied the poor credulous colonel, laugh'd hear- 
iy, 
flew away with all the raptures of a bridegroom, repeat - 
ing theſe lines: 


Th 


A miſtreſs ne'er can pall hec lover's joys. 
Whoſe wit can whet whene'er her beauty cloys. 


STAND. A miſtreſs ne'er can pal)! By all my wrongs he 


Vizard, you muſt carry a note for me to Sir Harry. 

Viz, What! a challenge ! | hope you don't deſiga to 
ight! 

STanD. What! Wear the livery of my king, and pocket 
u affront ! Twere an abuſe to his ſacred majeſty ; a ſol- 
tier's ſword, Vizard, ſhould ſtart of itielf to redreſs it's 
maſter's wrong. 

Viz. However, fir, I think it not proper for me to cart y 
wy ſuch meſſage between friends. 

STAND, I have ne'er a ſervant here, what ſhall I do? 

Viz. There's Tom Errand, the porter, that plies at the 
due poſts, one who knows Sir Harry, and his haunts very 
ell; you may ſend a note by him. 

STAND. Here you, friend. 


Exit, 


ciri 
Viz. I have now ſome buſineſs, and muſt take my leave, 
vou d adviſe you nevertheleſs againſt this affair. 
migh STAND, No whiſpering now, nor telling of friends ta 


prevent us. He that diſappoints a man of an honourabie 


it him as a friend. 
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vhores her! And I'm made their property. Vengeance! 


rrenge, may love him fooliſhly like a wie, but never va+ 


— 


— — — — 


—— © 
— 0 — — —— ◻ÜU— 2 - 
222 s —_ Ca == 
2 * — 
pt — 


— — — 


— 


I» — 


** 
* 8 
_— 


164 Tur CONETANT COUPLE 
V1z. Nay the devil take him that parts jou! ſay J. 


Enter porter running. 


Err, Did your honour call a porter ? 

STAND. Is your name Tom Errand ? 

Erx. People call me fo, an't like your worſhip——— 

STAND. D'ye know Sir Harry Wildair ? 

Ea n. Ay, very well fir, he's one of my beſt maſters: 
many a round half crown have I had of his worſhip, he“ 
c2v;ly come home from Prance, fir, 

STAND, Go to the next coffee-houſe, and wait for me. 
O woman, woman, how bleſt is man, when favour'd b, 
your ſmiles, and how accurs'd when all thoſe ſmiles ar: 
found but wanton baits to ſooth us to deſtruction. 


Thus our chief joys with baſe allays are curſt, 
And our beſt things, when once corrupted, worſt, [Exit. 


Enter Wildair and Clincher fenior following. 


Cr. 1v. ſen, Sir, fir, fir, having ſome buſineſs of impor- 
tance to communicate to you, | wou'd beg your attention 
to a trifling aftair that I weu'd impart to your underſtand- 
ing. 

W. LD. What is your trifling buſineſs of importance, 
pray ſweet fir ? 

C11n- ſen. Pray, fir, are the roads deep between this 
and Paris ? 

Wiulp. Why that queſtion, fir ? 

Cuiv. ſen. Becauſe I deſign to go to the Jubilee, fr; 
1 underſtand that you are a traveller, fir; there is an ut 
of travel in the tie of your cravat, ſir; there is indeed, 
ſir Il ſuppoſe, fir, you bought this lace in Flanders, 


Iit. 


dot⸗ 
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nce, 
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deed, 
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WIrp. No, fir, this lace was made in Norway. 

Crix. ſen. Norway, fir! 

WiLp. Yes, fir, of the ſhavings of deal-boards. 

Crix. ſen. That's very ſtrange now, faith 
Lace made of the ſhavings of deal-boards ! Igad, fir, you 
yellers ſee very ſtrange things abroad, very incredible 
things abroad, indeed, Well, I'll have a cravat of the ve- 
ame lace before 1 come home. 

Wiup. But, fir, what preparations have you made for 
jour journey ? 

Cuin, ſen. A caſe of pocket-piſtols for the bravo's 
nl a ſwimming gerdle. 

Vin. Why theſe, fir? 

CLix, ſen. O Lord! Sir, I'll tell you ſuppoſe us 
n Rome now; away go I to ſome bal! for I'll be a 
nyhty beau, Then as I ſaid, I go to fome ball, or ſome 
lear-baiting, *tis all one you know—then comes a fine 
It2lian Bona Roba, and plucks me by the fleeve, Seigniour 
Angle, Seigniour Angie he's a very fine lady, obſerve 
thit Seigniour Angle, ſays ſhe——Seigniora, ſays I, 
id trips after her to the corner of a ftre..t, ſuppole it 
Ruſſel. ſtreet here, or any other ſtreet; then you know, | 
muſt invite her to the tavern, I can do no les. There 
i come her bravo; the ltalian grows ſaucy, and | give 
um an Ergliſh douſe of the face. I can box, fir, box 
lightly; I was a Prentice, fir—but then, fir, he whips 
ut his filletto, and I whips out my bull dog—ſlaps him 
rough, trips down ſtairs, turns the corner of Ruſlel- ſtreet 

pin, and whips me into the Arabaſſador's train, and there 

Im ſafe as a bean behind the ſcenes, 

Wird. Is your piſtol charg'd, fir? 

Crix. ſen. Only a brace of bullets, that's all, fir, 
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Wild. *Tis a very piſtol, truly: pray let me ſec it. 

CLin. ſen, With all my heart, ſir, 

Wird. Hark'e, Mr. Jubilee, can you digeſt a brace oy 
bullets ? 

CLix. ſen. O by no means in the world, fir ? 

Wild. I'll try the ſtrength of your ſtomach, however. 
Sir, you're a dead man. [ Preſenting the piſtol to his breaſt, 

CTI. ſen. Conſider dear fir! I am going to the Jubi- 
lee, when I come home agen, | am a dead man at you 
ſervice, 

W11D, O very well fir! but take heed you are not ſo 
cholerick for the future, 

CL1in. ſen. Cholerick, fir! Oons ! I deſign to ſhoot ſeven 
Italians a week, fir ? 

W1LD. Sir, you won't have provocation, 

CLI. ſen. Provocation, fir! Zauns, fir, I'll kill ary 
man for treading upon my corns, and there will be a ce. 
viliſn throng of people there; they ſay that all the princes 
in Italy will be there, 

W1LD. And all the fops and fidiers in Europe—but tle 
uſe of your ſwimming girdle, pray fir ? 

CL1w. ſen. O Lord, fir ! That's eaſy, Suppoſe the hip 
caſt away; now, whilſt other fooliſh people are buſy al 
their prayers, I whip on my ſwimming girdle, clap 4 
month's proviſion into my pocket, and ſails me away like 
an egg in aduck's belly — And hark'e fir, I have a nev 
project in my head. Where d'ye think my ſwimming girdie 
ſhall carry me upon this occaſion ? Tis a new project. 

Wir. Where, fir! 

crix. ſen. To Civita Vecchia, faith and troth, and (6 
ſave the charges of my paſſage, Well, fir, you muſt pu- 
don me now, I'm going to ſee my miſtreſs, (Exit 
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W1LD, This fellow's an accompliſh'd aſs before he goes 
broad, Well! This Angelica has got into my heart, and 
| can't get her out of my head. 1 muſt pay her tother 
adit, | [Exit. 


SCENE, lady Darling's houſe. 


Angelica ſola. 


AvGzL. Unhappy ſtate of woman! whoſe chief virtue 
1s but ceremony, and our much boafted modefly but a ſla- 
mh reſtraint. The ſtrit confinement on our words, makes 
aur thoughts ramble more; and what preſerves our out- 
ward fame, deſtroys our inward quiet,—'Tis hard that 
love ſhou'd be deny'd the privilege of hatred; that ſcandal 
ind detraction ſhould be ſo much indulg'd, yet ſacred love 
ind truth debar'd our converſation, 


Enter Darling, Clincher jun. and Dicky, 


Daru. This is my daughter, couſin. 

Dick. Now, fir, remember your three ſcrapes. 

CLIN. jun. [ſaluting Angelica. ] One, two, three, your 
'umble ſervant. Was not that right, Dicky ? 

Dick. Ay, faith fir, but why don't you ſpeak to her? 

CLIN. jun. I beg your pardon, Dicky, I know my diſ- 
lance, Wou'd you have me ſpeak to a lady at the Vrſt 
icht? 

Diek. Ay, fir, by all means, the firſt aim is the ſureſt. 

CLIN, jun. Now for a good jeſt, to make her laugh 
ieartily, By Jupiter Ammon I'll go give her a kiſs. 

[Goes towards her. 
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Enter Wildair, interpoſing. 


W1Lp, Tis all to no purpoſe, I told you ſo before; your 
pitiful five guineas will never do—you may go, 1'll out. bie 
you. 

Clin. jun. What the devil! The mad-man's here 224i, 

Dax L. Bleſs me, couſin! What d'ye mean? Aﬀrocta 
gentleman of his quality in my houſe! 

CLi1n, jun. Quality—why, madam, I don't know whit 
you mean by your mad-men, and your beaux, and your 
quality — They're all alike I believe. 

DARL. Pray, fir, walk with me into the next room. 

\ [Exit Darl. leading Clin, Dicky fellows. 

ANG2ZL. Sr, if your converiation be no more agtecable 
than *twas the laſt time, I wou'd adviſe you to make your 
viſit as ſhoit as you can. 

WI ro. The offences of my laſt viſit, madam, bore their 
puniſhment in the commiſſion; and have made me as unea!} 
till I receive pardon, as your ladyſhip can be tilt ! ſue for 
it, 
ANGEL. Sir Harry, I did not well underftand the cffence, 
and muſt therefore proportion it to the greatneſs of your 
apology ! if you wou'd therefore have me think it light, 
take no great pains in an excuſe, 

WriLlp. How ſweet muſt the lips be that guard that 
tongue! Then, madam, no more of paſt offences, let us 
prepare tor joys to come; let this ſeal my pardon. [Kiſſe: 
her hand.] And this [ Again. ] initiate me to farther hapyi- 
nels. 

Ax GEL, Hold, fir one queſtion, Sir Harry, 2: 
pray anſwer plainly, d'ye love me? 
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Wir. Love ycu! Does fire aſcend? Do hypocrites diſ- 
able? Uſurers love gold, or great men flattery ? doubt 
heſe, then queſtion that | love. 

Auel. This ſhews your gallantry, fir, but not your 
ore, 

WILD. View your own charms, madam, then judge my 
on; your beauty raviſhes my eye, ye ur voice my ear, 
nd your touch has thrill'd my melting foul. 

AxGEL. If your words be real, tis in your pow'r to 
uſe an equal flame in me. 

Witp. Nay, then 


| ſeize 


nd ſcorn you worſe than the moſt profligate of your de- 
iving ſex. 

Wiltp, Ha! A very odd turn this. I hope, madam, you 
wy affect anger, becauſe you know your frowns are be- 
(oming. | 
aſp ANGEL. Sir Harry, you being the beſt judge of your 
for Nen deſiens, can bett underitand whether my anger ſhou'd 

e real or diſſembled; think what ſtrict modeſty ſhou'd bear, 
ce, en judge of my reſentments. 
pur WiLp, Strict modeſty ſhou'd bear! Why faith, madam, 
bt, believe the ſtricteſt modeſty may bear fiſty guineas, and 
| don't believe "twill bear one farthing more. 


nat AnGEtl, What d'ye mean, fir ? 
vs Witp. Nay, madam, what do you mean! if you go to 
Foc that, I think now fifty guineas is a very fine offer for your 
It tif modeſty, as you call it. 

ANGEL, Tis more charitable, Sir Harry, to charge the 
ad mpertinence of a man of your figure on his defect in un- 


lerſtanding, than on his want of- manners ——-1'm afraid 
jon te mad, fir. | 


Axv GEL. Hold, fir, 'tis alſo poſſible to make me deteſt | 
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Wirp. Why, madam, you're enough to make any mar 
mad. Sdeath, are you not a 

ANGEL. What, fir ? 

W1LD. Why, a lady of— ſtrict modeſty, if you wil 
have it ſo, 

ANGEL, I ſhall never hereafter truſt common report, 
which repreſented you, fir, a man of honour, wit, aac 
breeding; for I find you very deficient in them all three, 

/ Exit, 

W1Lp. ſolus. Now I find that the ſtrict —_ 
the ladies of pleaſure make to ſtrift modeſty, is the reaſon 
why thoſe of quality are aſham'd to wear it, 


Enter Vizard. 


V1z, Ah! Sir Harry, have I caught you? Well, and 
what ſucceſs? 

W1Lp. Succeſs! "Tis a ſhame for you young fellows in 
town here, to let the wenches grow ſo ſaucy : I offer'd her 
fifty guineas, and ſhe was in her airs preſently, and flew 
away in a huff. I cou'd have had a brace of counteſſes in 
Paris for half the money, and Je vous remercie iato the 
bargain. 

Viz, Gone in her airs, {ay you? And did you not fal. 
low her ? 

W1LD. Whither ſhould I follow ber? 

V1z, Into her bed-chamber, wan; ſhe went on purpoſe, 
You a man of gallantry, and not underſtand that a lady's 
beſt pleas'd when ſhe puts on her airs, as you call it ! 

W1LD. She talk'd to me of ſtrict modeſty, and ſtuff. 

VI2z. Certainly, Moſt women magnify their modeſty, 
for the ſame reaſon that cowards boaſt their courage, be- 
cauſe they have leaſt on't, Come, come, Sir Harry, wheo 


Nan 
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you make your next aſſault, encourage your ſpirits with 
ui Burgundy; if you ſucceed, *tis well, if not, you 
have a fair excuſe for your rudeneſs. I'll go in, and make 
your peace for what's paſt. Oh! I had almoſt forgot. 
Col. Standard wants to ſpeak with you about ſome buſi- 
nels, 

WII v. I'll wait upon him preſently ; d'ye know where 
he may be found ? 

Viz. In the Piazza of Covent-garden, about an hour 
hence, I promis'd to ſee him; and there you may meet 
tim, to have your throat cut. [ Aſide, 
[|| go in and intercede for you. 

Wird. But no foul play with the lady, Vizard. [Exit, 

Viz, No fair play, I can aſſure you, [Exit, 


SCEN E, The ſtreet before Lurewell's lodgings, 
Clincher ho, and Lurewell coqueting in the balcony, 


Enter Standard. 


STanD. How weak is reaſon in difputes of love? That 
daring reaſon which ſo oft pretends to queſtion works of 
dich omnipotence, yet poorly truckles to our weakeſt paſ- 
bons, and yields implicit faith to fooliſh love, paying blind 
wal to faithleſs women's eyes. I've heard her falſhood 
with ſuch preſſing proofs, that I no longer ſhou'd diſtruſt it. 
Yet ſtill my love wou'd baffle demonſtration, and make 
impoſſibilities ſeern probable, [Looks up.] Ha ! That fool 
too! What, ſtoop fo low as that animal! 'Tis true, 
women once fall'n, like cowards in deſpair, will ſtick at 
nothing ; there's no medium in their ations. They muſt 
te bright as angels, or black as fiends, But now for my 
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revenge, [I'll kick her cully before her face, call her whore, 
curſe the whole ſex, and ſo leave her. [ Goes in. 


Lurewell comes down with Clincher, The Scene change 
to a dining- room. 


Lure. O Lord, fir, 'tis my huſband ! What will become 
of you ? 

CLiw. Ah! your huſband! Oh, I ſhall be murders 
what ſhall I do ! where ſhall I run! Il] creep into an oven; 
I'll climb up the chimney ; I'll fly; Pl ſwim I wit 
to the Lord | were at the Jubilee now. 

LuRE. Can't you think of any thing, fir ? 

CLin. Think! not I, I never cou'd think to any pur 
pole in my lite. 

Enter Tom Errand. 


Luxe. What do you want, fir ? 

Err. Madam, I am looking for Sir Harry Wildair; | 
ſaw him come in here this morning; and did imagiae he 
might be here ſtill if he is not gone. 

Lures, A lucky hit! Here, friend, change cloaths with 
this gentleman, quickly, ſt:ip 

CLiv. Ay, ay, quickly, ſtrip: I'll give you half : 
crown to boot. Come, here: ſo. [They change cloath:. 

Lux E. Now flip you [To Clinch ] down-ſtairs, and wait 
at the door till my huſband be gone; and get you in there 


[To the porter] till I call you. 
[Puts Errand into the ne xt room, 


Eater Standard, 


Oh, fir! Are you come? I wonder, fir, how you base 
the confidence to approach me after ſo baſe a trick ? 
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gran b. O inadam, all your artifices won't avail, 

Lux k. Nay, fir, your artifices won't avail. I thought, 
, that I gave you caution enough againſt troubling me 
ith Sir Harry Wildair's company when I ſent his letters 
ik by you; yet you, forfooth, muſt tell him where I 
dz't, and expoſe me again to his impertinent court- 
hip! 

* ex poſe you to his courtſhip! 

Lurz. I'll lay my life you'll deny it now: come, come, 
{r; a pitiful lie is as ſcandalous to a red coat as an oath 
142 black, Did not Sir Harry himſelf tell me, that he. 
found out by you where I lodg'd ? 

STAND. You're all lies: firſt, your heart is falſe, your 
ties are double; one look belies another: and then your 
gue does contradict them all. Madam, I ſee a little 
vil juſt now hammering out a lie in your pericranium, 

Lu E. As | hope for mercy, he's in the right on't. 
Aide ] Hold, fir, you have got the play-houſe cant upon 
your tongue; and think, that wit may privilege your rail- 


re, 


122: but I muſt tell you, fir, that what is ſatyr upon the 

" age, is ill manners here. 
STanD, What is feign'd upon the ſtage, is here in reali- 
1 j real falſhood, Ves, yes, madam— ! expos'd you to the 


i ourtſhip of your fool Clincher, too; I hope your female 


„ie. will impoſe that upon me alſo 

1 Lok E. Clincher ! Nay, now you're ſtark mad. I know 
each perſon. 

J STAND, O woman in perfe ion! not know him ! 'Slife, 


adam, can my eyes, my piercing jealous eyes, be ſo de- 
ed? Nay, madam, my noſe could not miſtake him; 
lor | ſmelt the fop by his Pulvilio from the balcony down 
o the ſtreet. 


ve 


* 
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Luxsz. The balcony ! Ha, ha, ha, the balcony ; I'll | 
hang'd but he has miſtaken Sir Harry Wildair's footmy 
with a new French livery, for a beau, 

STAND. 'Sdeath, madam, what is there in me that loc 
like a cully! Did not I ſee him ? 

Lon. No, no, you cou'd not ſee him; you're dream 
ing, colonel. Will you believe your eyes, now that 
have rub'd them open? Here, you friend, 


Enter Errand in Clincher's cloaths. 


STAND. This is illuſion all; my eyes conſpire again 
themſelves. *Tis Legerdemain. 
Lure. Legerdemain! Is that all your acknowledgrent 
for your rude behaviour ?—Oh, what a curſe is it to love a 
I do!-—But don't preſume too far, fir, on my affection: fur 
ſuch ungenerous uſage will ſoon return my tir'd heart, 
Be gone, fir, [To the porter.] to your impertinent maſter 
and tell him I ſhall never be at leiſure to receive any of hi 
troubleſome viſits; ſend to me to know when | ſhou' 
be at home !—Be gone, ſir:— l am ſure he has made md 
an unfortunate woman. [ Weep: 
STAND. Nay, then there is no certainty in nature; at 
truth is only falſhood well diſguis'd. 
Luxx. Sir, had not I own'd my fond fooliſh paſſion, 
ſhou'd not have been ſubjed to ſuch unjuſt ſuſpicions: but 
"tis an ungrateful return, | [Weepirp 
STAND. Now, where are all my firm reſolves? I wii 
believe her juſt, My paſſion rais'd my jealouſy; then why 
mayn't love be as blind in finding faults, as in excuſing 
them ? I hope, madam, you'll pardon me, fince jei- 
louſy that magnify'd my ſuſpicion, is as much the effect of 
love, as my eaſineſs in being ſatisfy'd, 
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Letz. Eaſineſs in being ſatisfy'd! You men have got 
n infolent way of extorting pardon, by perſiſting in your 
iults. No, no, fir, cherih your ſuſpicions, and feed 


won your jealouſy ; tis fit meat for your ſqueamiſh ſto- 
nach. 


* 


| With me all women ſhou'd this rule purſue : 
Who think us falſe, ſhou'd never find us true. 
[Exit in à rage. 


Enter Clincher in the porter's cloaths. 


Crix. Well, intriguing is the pretticit, pleaſanteſt thing, 
12 man of my parts :— how ſhall we laugh at the huſ- 
id when he is gone? how ſillily he locks! He's in 
tour of horns already. To make a colonel a cuck- 
!! "Twill be rare news for the Alderman, 

Starr. All this Sir Harry has accaſion'd; but he's 
ne, and will afford me a ju'l revenge :=O! this is the 


m 

Clin. What the devil does he mean now ? 

dr AN. Have you given Sir the note, fellow ? 
Clin, The note! What note? 

STand, The letter, blockhead, which 1 ſent by you to 
Harry Wildair ; have you ſeen him? 

Cu, O Lord, what ſhall 1 ſay now ? Seen him? Yes; 


wil No, fir. 1 have, fir have not, ſir, 
why ramp. The fellow's mad, Anſwer me virealy, ſirt ah, 


Il break your head, 
crix. I know Sir Harry very weil, fir; but as to the 
ne, fir, I can't remember a word on't: truth is, I have 
ſry bad memory. 
Vor. J. 


N 


ner | ſent the challenge by Well, tir, have you found 
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STAanD. O fir, I'll quicken your memory, [Strikes kim, 

CL1N. Zauns, fir, hold! -I did. give him the note, 

Sr AVD. And what anſwer ? 

CL11x. I mean I] did not give him the note. 

STAND. What d'ye banter, raical? [Strikes him again, 

Clin, Hold, fir, hold! He did tend an anſwer, f 

STawnD. Mhat was't, villain ? 

CLin. Why, truly fir, I have forgot it: I told you that WW +; 
I had a very treacherous memory. 

STAND. I'll engage you ſhall remember me this month, Wl 
raſcal. [Beats him off, and EA. 7: 


Enter Lurewell and Parly, 
Lvux Ek Fortboon, fortboon, fortboon : this is better tha 
I expeQed; but fortune (till helps the induſtrious, | 
Enter Clincher, 


crix. Ah! The devil take all intriguiog, ſay I and hf , 
who firſt invented canes, That curs'd colonel has ge ne 
ſuch a knack of beating his men, that he has left the mu 


of a collar of bandileers about my ſhoulders, the 
'Luzx. O my poor gentleman! And was it beaten? ex 
Trix. Yes, I have been beaten; but where's oi, 
cloaths? my cloaths ? p 
Lux z. What, you won't leave me ſo ſoon, my der dont 
will ye? L 
Crix. Will ye! If ever I peep into a colonel's tent ger 
may I be forc'd to run the gauntlet, ——But my cloati þ 
madam. hou 
Luxe, I ſent the porter down ftairs with them: did et 
you meet him ? 


Crix. Meet him! No, not I, 
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„ Par, No! He went out of the back - door, and is rut 
dear away, l'm afraid. 
Clin, Gone, ſay you! and with my cloaths ] my ſine 
Jubilee cloaths—0, the rogue, the thief !——l'l have 
0. ii hang'd for murder.—But how. ſhall 1 get home in 
this pickle ? 
Par. I'm afraid, fir, the colonel will be back preſently, 
at WY for he dines at home, 
Clin. O, then I muſt ſneak off 
Vis ever ſuch an unfortunate beau? 
lt. ro have his coat well thraſh'd, and loſe his coat alſo. 
Lo RE. Thus the noble poet ſpoke truth: 
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of Nothing ſuits worſe with vice than want of ſenſe : 
Fools are ſtill wicked at. their own expence. 


Par, Methinks, madam, the injuries you have ſuſfer'd 
by men, muſt be very great, to raiie ſuch heavy reſent- 
nents againſt the whole tex, 

Los. The greateſt injury that woman cou'd ſuſtain ; 
they robb'd me of that jewel, which preſerv'd, exalts our 
ſex almoſt to angels; but deftroy'd, debaſes us below the 
worſt of brutes, mankind. 

Pax. Put I think, madam, your anger ſnou'd be only 
confin'd to the author af your. wrongs. 

Louzz, The author+4 alas, I know him not, which, make: 
ny wrongs the greater. | 
Pax, Not know him! Tis odd, madam, that a man 
tould rob you, of that fame jewel you, menticn'd, and you 
dot know him. 
Lunz. Leave triffling; — tis a ſubject that always ſours 
"y temper ; but ſince, by thy faithful ſervice, 1 have ſome 
N 2 
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reaſon to confide in your ſecrecy, hear the ſtrange relation, 
Some twelve years ago, I liv'd at my father's houle in 
Oxfordſhire, bleſt with innocence, the ornamental, but 
weak guard of blooming beauty: I was'then Juſt fifteen, 
an age fatal to the female ſex: our youth is tempting, our 
innocence credulous, romances moving, love powerful, and 
men are—villains. Then it happened, that three your 
gentlemen from the univerſity coming into the country, 
and being benighted, and ſtrangers, called at my father's: 
he was very glad of their company, and offer'd them the 
entertainment of his houſe, 

Par. Which they accepted, no doubt: Oh! theſe 
{trolling collegians are never abroad, but upon ſome mi-. 
chief. " 

Luxs. They had ſome private frolick or deſign in their 
heads, as appear'd by their not naming one another, which 
my father perceiving, out of civility, made no enquiry inte 
their affairs; two of them had a heavy, pedantick, univer- 
ſity air, a ſort of a diſagreeable ſcholaſtick booriſhneſs in 
their behaviour; but the third! 

PAR. Ah! the third, madam; the third of all things, 
they ay, is very critical, 

LurRE. He was- but in ſhort, nature cut him out fot 
my undoing; he ſeem'd to be about eighteen. 

PAR. A fit match for your fifteen as cou'd be. tty 

Lon z. He had a genteel ſweetneſs in his face, a grace- Wiſer x 
ful comelineſs in his perſon, and his tongue was fit to ſooth 
ſoft innocence to ruin. His very looks were witty, and his | 
expreflive eyes ſpoke ſofter, prettier things, than words 
cou'd frame. 


Par. There will be miſchief by and by; I never hear 
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; woman talk ſo much of eyes, but there were tears pre- 
l. ently after. 

Luxe, His diſcourſe was directed to my father, but his 
ok; to me, After ſupper | went to my chamber, and 
ad Caſſandra, then went to bed, and dreamt of him all 
nieht, roſe in the morning, and made verſes, ſo fell de- 
ferately in love.-My father was fo well pleas'd with his 
warerſation, that he begg'd their company next day; 
they conſented, and next night, Parly 

Pan, Ah, next night, madam next night, I'm afraid, 
x23 2 night indeed. 

Luke, He brib'd my maid,. with his gold, out of her 
nelly; and me, with his rhetorick, out of my honour, 
ſhe admitted him to my chamber, and there he vows 
x, and (wore, and v/ept, and ligh'd—and conquer'd. 

[Weeps, 

Pax. Alack-a-day, poor fifteen ! [Weeps. 

LUaz, He ſwore that he wou'd come down from Oxford 
22 tortnight, and marry me. 

Par, The old bait ! the old bait I was cheated juſt ſo 
7 ſelf, Leſide] But had not you the wit to know his 
ime all this while? | 
Lures. Alus! what wit had innocence like mine? He 
vid me, that he was under an obligation to his companions 
| concealing himſelf then, but that he wou'd write to me 

two days, and let me know his name, and quality, Af» 
ice · r all the binding oaths of conſtancy, joining hands, ex- 
ooth Wunging hearts, I gave him a ring with this motto, Love 
d his Fd Honour, then we parted, but I never ſaw the dear de- 
vorab er more. 

Pax. No, nor never will, I warrant you. 
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Luxe. I need not tell my griefs, which my father); 
death made a fair pretence for; he left me ſole heireſs, ant 
executrix to three thouſand pounds a year : at laſt, m; 
love for this ſingle diſſembler turn'd to a hatred of the 
whole ſex; and'reſolving to divert my melancholy, and 
make my large fortune ſubſervient to my pleaſure and re- 
venge, I went'to travel, where, in moſt courts of Europe, 
I have done ſome execution. Here I will play my la! 
ſcene ; then retire to my country houſe, live ſolitary, and 
die a penitent. 

PAR. But don't you ſtill love this dear diſſembler? 

Lux k. Moſt certainly : 'tis love of him that keeps my 
anger warm, repreſenting the baſeneſs of mankind full i 
view; and makes my reſentments work—we ſhall have that 
old impotent leacher, Smuggler, here to-night ; I haves 
plot to ſwinge him, and his preciſe nephew, Vizard, 

Pax. | think, madam, you manage every body th: 
comes in your way. 

Lux R. No, Parly, thoſe men, whoſe pretenſions I found 
Juſt and honourable, I fairly diſmils'd, by letting the 
know my firm reſolutions never to marry. But thoſe vi. 
lains that wou'd attempt my honour, I've ſeldom fail'dt 
manage, 

PAR. What d'ye think of the colonel, madam ? I f 
poſe his deſigns are honourable, 

Lunz. That man's a riddle; there's ſomething of hen 
our in his temper that pleaſes; I'm ſure he loves me too 
becauſe he's ſoon jealous, and ſoon ſatisſy'd. But he': 
man ſtill. When I once tried his pulſe about marriage 
his blood ran as low as a coward's. He ſwore indeed, that 
he lov'd me, but cou'd not marry me, forſooth, becauſe ts 
was engag'd elſewhere. So poor a pretence made me Cl 
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dun his pa ſſion, which otherwiſe might have been uneaſy 
to we. — But hang him, I have teiz'd him enough—be- 
fdes, Parly, I begin to be tir'd of my revenge ;—but this 
boſs and guinea I muſt maul once more. Fl hanſel his 
woman's cloaths for him. Go, go get me pen and ink; 1 
muſt write to Vizard too. 


Fortune, this once aſſiſt me as before; 
Two ſuch machines can never work in vain, 
As thy propitions wheel, and my projecting brain. 


1 


S CE N E, Covent- garden. 


Wildair and Standard meeting. 


Srawnd. T Thought, Sir Harry, to have met you ere 

this in a more convenient place; but ſince my 
wrongs were without ceremony, my revenge ſhall be to 
. Draw, fir. h 

WI Ip. Draw, fir, what ſhall I draw? 

STAND. Come, come, fir, I like your facetious humour 
vell enough; it ſhews courage and unconcern. I know 
„u brave; and therefore uſe you thus. Draw your 
word, 

IId. Nay, to oblige you, I will draw; but the devil 
axe me if I fight, Perhaps, colonel, this is the pret- 
tet blade you have ſeen. 

dran. I doubt not but the arms is good; and therefore 
walk both worth iny re ſentment. Come, fr. 
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W1Ld. But, prithee colonel, doſt think that I am ſuck 
a madman, as to ſend my ſoul to the devil, and my body to 
the worms upon every fool's errand ? [ Alide, 

STAND. I hope you're no coward, fir, 

W1Lp. Coward, fir! I have eight thouſand pound; 1 
year fir, 

STAND, You fought in Flanders, to my knowledge, 

WiLp. Ay, for the ſame reaſon that 1 wore a red coat; 
becauſe *twas faſhionable, 

STAND, Sir, you fought a French count in Paris. 

W1LD, True, fir; but there was no danger of lands, nc: 
tenements: beſides, he was a beau, like myſelf, Now 
you're a ſoldier, colonel, and fighting's your trade, and! 
think it downright madneſs to contend with any man in hiz 
profeſſion. 

STAND, Come, fir, no more dallying : 1 ſhall take very 
unſeemly methods, if you don't ſhew yourſelf a gentle 
man. 

WII p. A gentleman! Why there agen now ? A gentle 
man; I tell you once more, colonel, that J am a baronet, 
and have eight thouſand pounds a year. I can dance, fing, 
ride, fence, underſtand the languages. Now, I can't cor- 
ceive how running you through the body ſhou'd contribute 
one jot more to my gentility, But pray, colonel, I had 
forgot to aſk you, what's the quarrel ? 

STAND. A woman, fir, 

Wirp. Then I put up my ſword, Take her. 

STAND» Sir, my honour's concerned. 

W1LD. Nay, if your honour be concern'd with a vo- 
man, get it out of her hands as ſoon as you can, An ho- 
nourable lover is the greateſt ſlave in nature; ſome wil 
ſay, the greateſt fool. Come, corre, colonel, this is ſome - 


0 
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ich WY thing about the lady Lurewell, I warrant; I can give you 
to latisfact ion in that affair. 
ide. STAND. Do ſo then ETSY ! 


WiLD, Put up your ſword firſt ; you know I dare fight: 
but I had much rather make you a friend than an enemy. 
| can aſſure you, this lady will prove too hard for one of 
your temper, You have too much honour, tov much in 
conſcience, to be a favourite with the ladies. 

STAND. I'm aſſur'd, fir, ſhe never gave you any encou- 
ngement, 

Wilp. A man can never hear reaſon with a ſword ia 
tis hand, Sheath your weapon; and then if I don't latisfy 
you, ſheath it in my body, 

STAND, Give me but demonſtration of her granting you 
my favour, and 'tis enough. 

Wirp. Will you take my word? 

STAND, Pardon me, fir, I cannot. 

Witp. Will you believe your own eyes ? 

STAND, Tis ten to one whether I ſhall or no, they have 
beceiv'd me already, 

Wild, That's hard——but ſome means | ſhall deviſe 
ſor your ſatisfaction e muſt fiy this place, elſe that 
duller of mob will overwhelm us. [Exeunt. 


kater mob, Tom Errand's wife hurrying in Clincher ſenior, 
in Efrand's cloaths, 


Wire. O, the villain, the rogue, he has murder'd my 
auſband ; Ah! my poor Timothy! [Crying. 

Crix. Dem your Timothy !——your huſband has mur- 
— me, woman; for he has carry'd away my fine Jubilee 
cloathe, 
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Wir. Ay, you cut-throat, have you not got his cloath. 
upon your back there ?—Neighbours don't you know poor 
Timothy's coat and apron ? 

Mos. Ay, ay, tis the ſame. 

1 Monz. What ſhall we do with him, [neighbours ? 

2 Mos. We'll pull him in pieces. 

1 Mos. No, no; then we may be hang'd for murder: 
dut we'll drown him. 

CLin. Ah, good people, pray don't drown me; for | 
never learnt to ſwim in all my life. Ah, this plaguy in- 
triguing ! | 

Monz. Away with him, away with him to the Thames, 

CLin, Oh, if 1 had but my ſwimming girdle, now, 


Enter Conſtable. 


CoxsT, Hold, neighbours, I command the peace, 

Wirk. O, Mr, Conſtable, here's a rogue that has mur 
der'd my huſband, and robb'd him of his cloaths. 

CoxsT, Murder and robbery ! then he muſt be a geatle- 
man. Hands off there; he muſt not be abus'd,—Give an 
account of yourſelf, Are you a gentleman ? 

CLain. No, fir, I am a beau. 

ConsT. A beau! Then you have Killed no body, I'm 
perilwaded, How came you by theſe cloaths, fir ? 

Crix. You muſt know, fir, that walking along, fir, | 
don't know how, fir; I can't tell where, fir; and ii 
porter and I chang d cloaths, fir, 

Con'sT, Very well! the man ſpeaks reaſon, and like 
gentleman, 

Wir. But pray, Mr. Conſtable, aſk him how he cbarg- 
ed cloaths with him, 


iths 


es. 
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ConsT. Silence, woman! and don't diſturb the court. 
Well, fir, how did you change cloaths ? 

Crix. Why, fir, he pull'd off my coat, and I drew off 
his: ſo I put on his coat, and he put on mine. 

ConsT. Why neighbour, I don't find that he's guilty = 
ſearch him! and if he carries no arms about him, we'll 
et him go. 

[They ſearch his pockets, and pull out his piſtols, 

Crix. O Gemini! My Jubilee piſtols! 

ConsT. What, a caſe of piſtols! Then the caſe is plain. 
Speak, what are you, fir ? Whence came you, and whi- 
ther go you ? 

Crix. Sir, I came from Ruſſel-ſtreet, and I am going to 
the Jubilee, 

Wirz. You ſhall go to the gallows, you rogue, 

ConsT. Away with him, away with him to Newgate, 
ſtraight, 

CLin, I ſhall go to the Jubilee now, indeed, [Exeunt. 


Re-enter Wildair and Standard. 


Wirp. In ſhort, colonel, 'tis all nonſenſe : fight for a 
woman | Hard by is the lady's houſe, if you pleaſe we'll 
wait on her together: you ſhall draw your ſword, I'll draw 
my ſnuff-box : you ſha)l produce your wounds receiv'd in 
war: I'll relate mine by Cupid's dart: you ſhall look big; 
ll ogle z—>you ſhall ſwear; I'll figh you ſhall ſa, fas 


and I'l] coupee; and if ſhe flies not to my arms like a 
hawk to its perch, my dancing-maſter deſerves to be 
damn'd. 

STAND, With the generality of women, I grant you 
theſe arts may prevail, . 
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WiLp. Generality of women! Why there agen, you're 
out, They're all alike fir; I never heard of any one that 


was particular, but one, | 
STAND. Who was ſhe, pray? 
WiLp. Penelope, I think ſhe's call'd, and that's a poe- 


tical ſtory too. When will you find a poet in our age make 


a woman fo chaſte ? 

STAND. Well, Sir Harry, your facetious humour can 
diſguiſe falſhood, and make calumny paſs for ſatyr ; but yeu 
have promis'd me ocular demonſtration that ſhe favour, 
you: make that good, and 1 ſhall then maintain faith and 
female to be as inconſiſtent as truth and falſhood. 

WiLp. Nay, by what you toli me, I am Jati-bed that 
ſhe impoſes on us all: and Vizard too ſeems what 1 ſtill u- 
pected him: but his honeſty once miſtruſted, ſpoils his 
knavery !—————but will you be convinc'd, if our plot 
lucceeds ? 

STAND. I rely on your word and honour, Sir Harty 
which if I doubted, my diſtruſt wou'd cancel the obliga- 
tion of their ſecurity. 

W1Lp. Then meet me half an hour hence at the Rum- 
mer: you muſt oblige me by taking a hearty elats with me 
toward the fitting me out for a certain project, which this 
night I undertake. 

STAND, | guels by the preparation, that woman's tie 
deſign. 

W1Lp. Yes, faith. I am taken dangerous il} with 
two fooliſh maladies, modefly and love; the firſt I't] cure 
with Burgundy, and my love by a night*s lodging with the 
damlel. A ſure remedy, Probatum eſt. 

STAND; I'll certainly meet you, fir. [Exeuat fevcra!!y, 
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Enter Clincher junior and Dicky. 


Cuin, Ah! Dicky, this London is a ſad place, a ſad vi- 
ious place: I wiſh that I-were in the country agen: and 
this brother of mine! I'm ſorry he's ſo great a rake: | 
hadrather fee him dead than ſee him thus. 

Dicx. Ay, fir, he'll ſpend his whole eſtate at this ſame 
Jubilee, Who, d'ye think, lives at this fame Jubilee? 

Crix. Who, pray? 

Dick. The Pope. 

Crix. The devil he does! My brother go to the place 
vhere the Pope dwells ! He's bewitch'd ſure ! ; 


Enter Tom Frrand in Clincher ſenior's cloaths. 


Dick. Indeed, I believe he is, for he's ſtrangely alter'd. 

CLI. Alter'd! Why he looks like a Jeſuit already. 

Ex2, This lace will fell, Whit a blockhead was the 
fellow to truſt me with his coat! If] can get croſs the 
pirfien, down to the water-fide, Jam pretty ſecure. 

[ Aſide, 

CLiv, Brother !-——Alaw! O Gemini! are you my bro» 
er? 

D:cx. 1 ſeize you in the king's name, fir, 

Earn, O Lurd! Shou'd this prove ſome parliament man 
now | 

Crix. Sperk, you rogue, what are you? 

ER A poor porter, fir, and going of an errand, 

Dick, What errand ? ſpeak, you rogue. 

Ear, A fuol's errend, I'm afraid, 
Clin, Who ſent you? 
Es. A beau, fir, I 
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Dick. No, no, the rogue has murder'd your brother, 
and ſtript him of his cloaths, 

CL1wn. Murder'd my brother! Crimini ! O my poor ju- 
bilee brother —Stay, by Jupiter Ammon, I'm heir tho': 
ſpeak, firrah have you kill'd him? Confeſs that you have 
kill'd him, and I'll give you half a crown, 

Ex Rx. Who, I, fir? Alack-a-day, fir, I never kill'd ary 
man, but a carrier's horie once. 

Clin» Then you ſhall certainly be hang'd; but confeſs 
that you kill'd him, and we'll let you go, 

Ex x. Telling the truth hangs a man, but confeſſing 2 ly: 
can do no harm; beſides, if the worſt come to the worſt, | 
can but deny it agen ——Well, fir, ſince I muſt tell you, 
I did kill him, 

CLin, Here's your money, ſir—Dut are you ſure you 
kill'd him dead ? 

ERR. Sir, ['l] ſwear it before any judge in England. 

Dick. But are you ſure that he's dead in law? 

ER. Dead in law? I can't tell whether he be dead ig 
law. 

But he's as dead as a door- nail; for I gave him ſeve: 
knocks on the head with a hammer. 

Dick. Then you have the eſtate by ſtatute. 

Any man that's knock'd o'th*head is dead in law. 

CLin. But are you lure he was compos mentis when be 
was kill'd ? 

ERR. I ſuppoſe he was, fir; for he told me nothing ts 
the contrary afterwards. 

CLtin, Hey! Then J go to the Jubilee ſtrip, fr, 
ſtrip. 

By Jupiter Ammon, ſtrip. 
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Dick. Ahl don't ſwear, fir, 

[Puts on his brother's cloaths, 

Ctin. Swear, fir, Zoons, han't I got the eſtate, fir ? 
come, fir, now I'm in mourning for my brother. 

EAR. | hope you'll let me go now, fir. 

Civ. Yes, yes, fir; but you mult do me the favour to 
ſzear poſitively, before a magiſtrate, that you kill'd him 
dead, that I may enter upon the eſtate without any trou- 
ble, By Jupiter Ammon, all my religion's gone, ſince 
[put on the.e fine cloaths—— Hey, call me a coach ſome 
dody, 

145 Ay, maſter, let me go, and I'll call one immedi- 
ately. 

a No, no; Dicky, carry this ſpark before a juſtice, 
ind when he has made oath, you may diſcharge him. And 
Igo ſee Angelica, [Exeunt Dick and Errand, 
Now that I'm an elder brother, I'll court, and ſwear, and 
rant, and rake, and go to the Jubilee with the beſt of 
them, [Exit, 


SCE. N E, Lurewell's houſe. 


Enter Lurewell and Parly. 


Lure. Are you ſure that Vizard had my letter? 

Par, Yes, yes, madam; one of your ladyſhip's foot- 
men gave it to him in the park, and he told the bearer, 
with all tranſports of joy, that he wou'd be punctual to a 
minute, 

Luzz, Thus moſt villains ſome time or other, are punc- 
wal to their ruin; and hypocriſy, by impoſing on the world, 
at laſt deceives itſelf, Are ail «hings. prepar'd for his re- 
ception? ä 
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| Par. Exactly to your ladyſhip's order; the Aldermi 
1 too is juſt come, dreſs'd and cook'd up for iniquity, 
Luxe. Then he has got woman's cloaths on. 
Par, Yes, madam, and has paſs'd upon the family for 
your nurſe. 
1 Lune. Convey him into that cloſet, and put ont th: 
it | | cardles, and tell him, I'll wait on him preſently. 
| 
| 
q 


[As Parly goes to put out the candles, ſome body knock: 
This muſt be ſome clown without manners, or a gentle. 
man above ceremony. Who's there? 

WIV. ſings: 


Thus Damon knock'd at Celia's door, 
He ſigh'd, and begg'd, and wept, and ſwore. 
The ſign was lo, 
[Knocks.] 
She anfwer'd, no. 
[Knocks thrice.] 
No, no, no. 
Again he ſigh'd, again he pray'd, 
No, Damon, no, ['m atraid : 


Conſider, Damon, I'm a maid. N 
Conſider, | 
No, de 
I'm a maid, 
No, &c, 


At laſt his ſighs and tears made way, 
She role, and ſoftly turn'd the key: 
Come in, ſaid ſhe, but do not ſtay, | 
I may conclude | | 
You will be rude, 1 
But if you are, you may. # 
[Enters.] [Exit Pa. 


N 
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Lunz. Tis too early for ſerenading, Sir Harry. 

Wir. Whereſoever love is, there muſick is proper, 
there's an harmonious conſent in their natures, and when 
rightly join'd, they make up the chorus of earthly happi- 
reſs, 

Lon z. But, Sir Harry, what tempeſt drives you here at 
this hour ? 

W1LD. No tempeſt, madam, but as fair weather as ever 
eatic'd a citizen's wife to cuckold her huſband in freſh air, 
Love, madam. [Wild. taking her by the hand, 

Lunz. As pure and white as angels ſoft deſires. 

WILD. “ Fierce, as when ripe conſenting beauty fires.” 

Lunz. O viilain! What privilege has men to our de- 
irutticn, that thus they hunt our ruin? [ Aſide. ] If this be 
: love token, [Wild. drops a ring, ſhe takes it up.] your 
niſtreſſes favours hang very looſe about you, fir, 

Wi rp. I can't juſtly, madam, pay your trouble of tak - 
+ it up by any thing, but deſiring you to wear it. 

Lv. You gentlemen have the cunningeſt ways of play- 
g the fool, and are ſo induſtrious in your profuſeneſ:. 
Speak ſeriouſly, am I beholding to chance or deſign for 
lhisring ? 

W1tp. To deſign, upon my honour. And 1 hope my 
&fgn will ſucceed. [Aſide. 

Lunz. And what ſhall I give you for ſuch 4 fine 

thing ? 

WitpD, * You'll give me another, you'll give me an- 

ther fine thing.“ [Both ſing. 

Lon z. Shall I be free with you, Sir Harry ? 

Wird. With all my heart, midam, ſo 1 may be free with 
"wu, | 

vox, I. 


O 
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Lure. Then plainly, fir, I ſhall beg the favour to ſee 
you ſome other time; for at this very minute I have two 
lovers in the houſe. 

W1Lp, Then to be as plain, I muſt be gone this minute, 
for | muſt ſee another miſtreſs within theſe two hours, 

Luxe. Frank and free. 

WiLD, As you with me —madam, your moſt humble 
ſervant, (Exit, 

Luzz. Nothing can diſturb his humour. Now for my 
merchant and Vizard. [Exit and takes the candles with her, 


Enter Parly, leading in Smuggler, dreſs'd in woman": 
cloaths. 


PAR. This way, Mr. Alderman. 

Suu. Well, Mrs. Parly—l'm oblig'd to you for thi: 
trouble, here are a couple of ſhillings for you. Times are 
hard, very hard, indeed, but next time I'll ſteal a pair of 
ſilk ſtockings from my wife, and bring them to yu 
what are you fumbling about my packets for 

PAR. Only ſetting the plaits of your gown ; here, fir, 
get into this cloſet, and my lady. will wait on you pre- 
ſently. [Puts him into the cloſet, runs out, and returns 

with Vizard. | 

V1z. Where would'ſt thou lead me, my dear auſpicious 
little pilot, 

Par. You're almoſt in port, ſir, my lady's in the cloſet, 
and will come out to you immediately, 


Vi z. Let me thank thee as I ought. [Kiſſes her, 


PAR. Pſhaw, who has hir'd me beſt ? A couple of ſhil- 
lings or a couple of kiſſes. 
V1z. Propitious darkneſs guides the lover's ſteps, ind 


night that ſhadows outward ſenſe, lights up our inward joy. 


Vo 
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Night ! the great awful ruler of mankind, . which, like 
the Perfian Monarch hides its royalty to raiſe the veneration 
of the world, Under thy eaſy reign diſſemblers may ſpeak 
truth; all Naviſh forms and ceremonies laid aſide, and gene- 
tous viliany, may act without conſtraint, 

Suu. [Peeping out. of the cloſet. ] Bleſs me! What 

voice is this? 

Viz, Our hungry appetites, like the wild beaſts of prey, 
oo ſcour about, to gorge their craving maws; the plea- 
ſure of hypocriſy, like a chain'd lyon, onee broke looſe, 
wildly indulges its new freedom, ranging, trough all un- 
wounded | Joys. 

Suu. My nephew's voice, and certainly poſſeſs'd with 
nevil ſpirit; he talks as prophanely, as an actor poſſeſs'd 

vith a poet. 

Viz, Ah! I hear a voice, n life, my happi- 
nas, where are you, madam ? 

$1Uc, Madam! He takes me for a woman too, I'll try 
im, Where have, you left your ſanctity, Mr. Vizard ? 

Viz, Talk no more of that ungrateful ſubjed left 
t where it has only buſineſs, with day-light ; tis needle!s 
to wear a malk in the dark. 

Suu. O the rogue, the rogue; 
vr a very ſober, virtuous gentleman, 

Viz, Ay, madam, that adds ſecurity to all my pleaſure 
—rith me a- cully-'{quire- may ſquander his eitate, aud 
it'er be thought a / ſpendthrift with me a holy elder 
my zealouſly be drunk, and toaſt his tuneful noiſe in ſach, 
bmake it hold forth clearer But what is moſt my praiſe, 
de formal rigid ſhe, that rails at vice and men, with me 
teures her looſeſt pleaſures, and her ſtricteſt honuur 
07s © ho with ſcornful mien, and virtuous pride, ditdains the 
O2 


the world takes you 
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name of whore, with me can wanton, and Jaugh at the de. 
ljuded world, 

Su vo. How have I been deceiy'd! Then you are ven 
great among the ladies, 

Viz. Yes, madam, they know that like a mole in the 
earth, I dig deep, but inviſible; not like thoſe fluttering 
noiſy ſinners, whoſe pleaſure is the proclamation of their 
faults; thoſe empty flaſhes, who no ſooner kindle, but they 
muſt blaze to alarm the world, But come, madam, yu 
delay our pleaſures. 

Suu. He ſurely takes me for the lady Lurewell-—he 
has made him an appotntment too——but I'll be reveng'd 
of both=——Well, fir, what are thoſe you are ſo intimate 
with ? 

V1z. Come, come, madam, you know very wel 
thoſe who ſtand ſo high, that the vulgar envy even their 
crimes, whoſe figure adds privilege to their ſin, and makes 
it paſs unqueſtion'd : fair, high, pamper'd females, whoſe 
ſpeaking eyes, and ptercing voice, would arm the ſtatue 
of a ſtoick, and animate his cold marble with the foul of 
an Epicure, all raviſhing, lovely, and ſoft, and kind, like 
3 | 

Suu. I'm very lovely and ſoft indeed! you ſhall find 
me much harder than you imagine, friend Well, fir, but 
I ſuppoſe your diflimulation has fome other motive beſides 
pleaſure. : | 

V1z. Yes, madam, the honeſteſt motive in the world, 
intereſ. you muſt know, madam, that I have an ol 

uncle, Alderman Smuggler, you have ſeen him, I ſup n 


poſe. 
suv. Ves, yes, I have ſome ſmall acquaintance vith 


him, 
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Viz. 'Tis the moſt knaviſh, preciſe, covetous old rogue, 
that ever died of the gout. 


dub. Ah! The young ſon of a whore! Well, fir, and 


N what of him? 

Viz, Hell hungers not more for wretched ſouls, than he 
he fr ill got pelf—and yet (what's wonderful) he that would 
ng ſtick at no profitable villainy himſelf, loves holineſs in ano- 
eit ther —he prays all ſunday for the fins of the weck paſt—he 
ty ſpends all dinner-time in two tedious graces; and what he 
en deſigns a bleſſing to the meat, proves 2 curſe to his family 

—— he's the moſt. 
ſhe suv. Well, well, fir, I know him very well. i 
80 Vrz. Then, madam, he has a ſwinging eſtate, Which [ 


deign to purchaſe as a ſaint, and ſpend like a gentleman, 
He got it by cheating, and ſhould loſe it. by deceit, By 
the pretence of my zeal and ſobriety, l'il cozen the old 


dei Wi witer one of theſe days, out of a ſettlement and deed of 
ket conveyance 
hoſe 


SMUG, It (hall be a deed to convey you to the gallow:, 


mae then, ye young dog. [ Aſide, 
q o Viz, And no ſooner he's dead, but Ill rattle over h:. 
like BY nave with a coach and fix, to inform his covetous ghet 
bow genteelly I ſpend his money, 

_ suv o. I'll prevent you, buy, for I'll have my mone; 
but bury'd with me. [ Aſide, 
des Viz, Bleſs me, madam! Here's a light coming hi. waz. 
* | muſt fly immediately, when ſhall 1 ſee you, madam? 


Suu o. Sooner than you expect, my dear, 

fp Viz, Pardon me, dear madam, 1 would not be ſeen tor 
the world, I wou'd ſooner forfeit my life, nay my plea- 

with ue, thag my reputation. 0 Exit. 
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Svc, Reputation! Reputation! That poor word ſuf- 
fers a great deal well! thou art the moſt accompliſh'd 
hypocrite that ever made a grave plodding face over a diſh 
of coffee and a pipe of tobacco; he owes me for ſeven 
years maintenance, and ſhall pay me by ſeven years impri- 
ſonment; and when I die, I'll leave him to the fee · ſunple 
of a rope and a ſhilling, Who are theſe ? I begin to be 
afraid of ſome miſchief- I wiſh that I were fafe 
within the city liberties——-1'l1l hide myſelf. [Stands cloſe, 


Eater Butler, with other ſervants and lights, 


Bur. I ſay there are two ſpoons wanting, and I'll ſearch 
the whole houſe two ſpoons will be no ſmall gap in 
my quarter's wages 

Serv. When did you miſs em, james? 

Bur. Miſs them! Why I miſs them now ! in ſhort they 
muſt be among you, and if you don't return them, I'll go 
to the cunning man to-morrow morning; my ſpoons I want, 
and my ſpoons I will have. 

SERV, Come, come, ſearch about. 

[Search and diſcover Smuggler, 

Bur. Hark'e, good woman, what makes you hide your- 
ſelf? What are you afham'd of? 

Suu. Aſham'd of ! O Lord, fir, I'm an honeſt old wo- 
man that never was aſham'd of any thing. 

Bur. What are you, a midwife then? Speak, did not 
you ſee a couple of ſtray ſpoons in your travels ? 

SVG. Stray ſpoons ? 

Bur. Ay, ay, ſtray ſpoons; in ſhort you ſtole them, 
and I'll ſhake your old limbs to pieces, if you don't deliver 
tzem preſently, 
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Suu. Bleſs me; a reverend elder of ſeventy years old 
zccus'd for petty larceny !—— Why ſearch me, good peo- 
ple, ſearch me; and if you find any ſpoons about me, you 
hall burn me for a witch. 

Bur. Ay, we will ſearch you, miſtre fs. 

[They ſearch and pull the ſpoons out of his pocket, 

SuvG. Oh! the devil, the devil! 

But, Where, where is he? Lord bleſs us! ſhe is a witch 
in god earneſt, may be. 

uus. O, it was ſome devil, ſome Covent- garden, or 
dt. James's devil, that put them in my pocket, 

Bur. Ay, ay, you ſaall be hang'd for a thief, burnt for 
1 witch, and then carted for a bawd. Speak, what are 
you ? 


Enter Lurewell. 


$uv 6. I'm the lady Lurewel's nurſe. 

Lo E. What aoiic is this? 

Bu r. Here is an old Suecubus, madam, that has ſtole 
two ſilver ſpoons, and ſays ſhe's your nurſe. | 

Lunz. My nurſe! O the impudent old jade, I never 
aw the wither'd creature before. 

Suu. Then I am finely caught. om! madam, 
bat you know me? don't you remember dun and 
puinea ? 

Lore, Was ever ſuch imputience ? L knew thee ! why 
ttou'tt as brazen as a bawd in the fide box;d—=Thke 
der before a juſtice, and then to Newgate, away. 

Suva. O!] conftder, midam, that Im an Alderman 

Luxz. Conſider, fir, that you're 4 compound of cove- 
loulneſs, hypocrrſy and knavery, nd muſt be punith'd ac- 
ingly ——you mult be in qetticoats, gouty:moulter, 
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muſt ye! You muſt buſs and guinea too; you muſt tempt 
a lady's honour, old ſatyr, away with him. 


(Hurry him of. 


Still may our ſex thus frauds of men oppoſe, 
Still may our arts delude theſe tempting foes. 
May honour rule, and never fall betray'd, 
But vice be caught in nets for virtue laid. 


4 © 47 iv. 


SCENE, lady Darling's houle, 


Darliag and Angelica, 


DIL. Aughter, fince you have te deal with 2 ne 
of ſo peculiar a temper, you muſt not think 

the general arts of love can ſecure him; you may therefore 
allow ſuch a courtier ſome encouragement extraordinary, 
without reproach to your modeſty, 
ANGEL. | am ſenſible, madam, that a formal nicety 
makes our modeſty fit aukward, and appears rather a chai 
to enſlave, than bracelet to adorn us it ſhou'd few, 
when unmoleſted, eaſy and innocent as a dove, but ſtrong 
and vigorous as 4 faulcon, when aſſaulted. 
DaRnL. I'ny afraid, daughter, you miſtake Sir Harry 
gaiety for diſnonour. | 
An GEL. Tho' modeſty, madam, may wink, it muſt co! 
fleep, when powerful enemies are abroad -l muſt cor 
feſe, that of all men's, I wou'd not ſee Sir Harry, Wi 
dair's faults; nay, I cou'd wreft his moſt ſuſpicious words 
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apt WW thouſand ways, to make them look like honour But, 
nadam, in ſpight of love, 1 muſt hate him, and curſe 
of, thoſe practices which taint our nobility, and rob all virtuous. 
yomen of the braveſt men.. 
DaRL. You muſt certainly be miſtaken, Angelica, for 
Im latisfy'd Sir Harry's deſigns are only to court, and 
marry you. 
Ax GEL. His pretence, perhaps, was ſuch ; but women 
ww, like enemies, are attack'd; whether by treachery, 
« fairly conquer'd, the glory of the triumph is the ſame 
-jray, madam, by what means were you made acquainted 
with his deſigns ? 
Dax. Means, child! why, my couſin Vizard, who, 
Im ſure, is your ſincere friend, ſent him. He brought 
ne this letter from my couſin. 
[ Gives ber the letter, which ſhe opens. 
men An Gr. Ha! Vizard! then Fm abus'd in earneſt. 
Wou'd Sir Harry, by his inſtigation, fix a baſe affront upon 
me? No, I can't ſuſpect him of ſo ungenteel à crime—— 
Oar], this letter ſhall trace the truth [ Aſide. ] My ſuſpicions, 
madam, are much clear'd ; and | hope to ſatisfy your lady. 
icety i bp in my management, when next L ſee Sir Harry. 


* Enter Servant. 
agg Stxv., Madam, here's a gentleman below calls himſelf 
Vildair, 

Dari. Conduct him up. Daughter, I won't doubt your 
lucret ion. [Exit. Darliog. 

Enter Wildair. 

WII p. O, the delights of love and Burgundy wa- 
am, I have toaſted your ladyſhip fifteen bumpers ſuc. 
ſively, and ſwallow'd cupids like loches to every glaſs, 
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ANGEL. And what then, ſir ? 
W1LD. Why then, madam, the wine has got into my 


head, and the cupids into my heart ; and unleſs by quench- 


ing quick my flame, you kindly eaſe the ſmart, I'm a lot 
man, madam. 

Ax oEL. Drunkneſs, Sir Harry, is the worſt pretence 1 
gentleman can make for rudeneſs; for the excuſe is 25 
ſcandalous as the fault. Therefore, pray conſider why 
you are ſo free with, fir: a waman of condition, that can 
call half a dozen footmen upon occaſion. 

WrLD, Nay, madam, if you have a mind to teſs me in 
a blanket, half a dozen chamber-maids would do better 
{ervice, Come, come, madam, tho* the wine make: 
me liſp, yet it has taught me to ſpeak plainer. By all the 
duſt of my ancient progenitors, I muſt this night rel in 


your arms. 
ANGEL. Nay then, who waits there? 


Enter footmen, 


Take hold of that mad-man, and bind him. 

WiLlp. Nay, then Burgundy's the word, ſlaughter wil: 
enſue. Hold—do you know, ſcoundrels, that I bare 
been drinking victorious Burgundy ? [Draws, 

StERVANTs. We know you're drunk, fir, 

Wir. Then, how have you the impudence, raſcals, to 
aſſault a gentleman with.a couple of flaſks of courage in 


his head? 
StRvanTs. We muſt do as our young miſtreſs com- 


mands us. 


WruiD, Nay, then have among ye, dogs. 
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[Throws meney among them : they ſcramble and take 
it up. He pelting them out, ſhuts the door, and 
returns. 

uſcale, poultrons Il have charm'd the dragon, and now 
te fruit's my own. 
AvGEL, O, the mercenary wretches! This was & plot 
b betray me. 
Witp. I have put the whole array to flight: and now 
[|| take the general priſoner, [Laying hold on her. 
AnGEL, I conjure you, fir, by the facred name of hon- 
ar, by your dead father's name, and the fair reputation of 
jeur mother's chaſtity, that you offer not the leaſt offence . 
Already you have wrong'd me paſt redreſs, 
Wird. Thou art the moſt unaccountable creature. 
ANGEL, What madneſs, Sir Harry! what wild dream 
i looſe deſire cou'd prompt you to attempt this ba ſeneſs? 
View me well, The brightneſs of my mind, methinks, 
ald lighten outwards, and let you ſee your miſtake in my 
&haviour. I think it ſhines with ſo much innocence in my 
ice, that it ſhould dazzle all your vicious thoughts! 
mak not I am defenceleſs *cauſe alone. Your very ſelf is 
ward againſt yourſelf : I'm ſure, there's ſomething gene- 
vus in your ſoul; my words ſhall. ſnatch. it out, and eyes 
tall fire it for my own defence. 

fo Wiip, [Mimicking.] Tal tidum, ti dum, tal ti didi, di- 

in an. A million to one now, but this girl is juſt come 
uh from reading the Rival Queens—l1gad, I'll at her in 

m- er own cant, 

* 0 my Statyra, O my angry dear, turn thy eyes on me,“ 
hold thy beau in buſkins. 

ANGEL. Behold me, ſir; view*me with a ſober thought, 
itz from thoſe fumes of wine that throw a- miſt before 
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your ſight, and you ſhall find that every glance from my te. 
proaching eyes, is arm'd with ſharp reſentment, and with 
a virtuous pride that looks diſhonour dead, 

- WrLD. This js the firſt whore in Heroicks that I hare 
met with; [ Aſide.] Look ye, madam, as to that flender 
particular of your virtue, we ſhan't quarrel about it; you 
may be as virtuous as any woman in England, if you pleaſe; 
you may ſay your pray'rs all the time :—but, pray, madam, 
be pleas'd to conſider what is this ſame virtue that you 
make ſuch a mighty noiſe about: can your virtue beſpea 
you a front row in the boxes? No, for the players cant 
uve upon virtue. Can your virtue keep you a coach and 
fix? No, no; your virtuous women walk a foot. 
your virtue hire you a pew in the church? Why, the very 
lexton will tell you, no. Can your virtue ſtake for you at 
picquet ? No. Then, what buſineſs has a woman with 
virtue ?——— Come, come, madam, I offer'd you fiſt 
guinea» there's a hundred — the devil! Virtuous (till! 
Why, *tis a hundred, five-ſcore, a hundred guineas, 

ANGEL. O indignation! Were Ia man, you duiſt not 
uſe me thus; but the mean, poor abuſe you throw on me, 
reflects upon yourſelf; our ſex ſlill ſtrikes an awe upon 
the brave, and only cowards dare affront a woman. 

Wi Ip. Aﬀront ? 'Sdeath, madam, a hundred guine:* 
will ſet you up a bank at baſſet, a hundred guineas will 
furniſh out your lodgings with china, a hundred guiness 
will give you an air of quality: a hundred guineas will buj 
you à rich eſcritore for your billet-deaux, or a fine commor- 
prayer book for your virtue, A hundred guineas will buy 
a hundred fine things, and fine things are for fine ladies, 
and fine ladies are for fine gentlemen ; and fine gentlemen 
are—Igad, this Burgundy makes a man ſpeak like an ange: 
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come, come, madam, take it, and put it to what uſe 


jou pleaſe. 
AnG2L. I'll uſe it as 1 would the baſe unworthy giver! 
thus | [Throws down the purſe and ſtamps. upon it. 


Wit>, I have no mind to meddle in ſtate affairs; but 
theſe women will make me a parliament-man *lpight of my 
teeth, on purpoſe to bring in a bill againſt their extortion. 
She tramples under foot that deity which all the world 
Nores. O the blooming pride of beautiful eighteen! 
'Phaw, I'll talk to her no longer; I'll make my markets 
vith the old gentle woman, ſhe knows buſineſs better. 


[Goes to the door.] Here, you, friend, pray deſite the old. 


lady to walk in. Hark'e, egad, madam, I'll tell your 
mother, 


Enter lady Darling. 


Dari, Well, Sir Harry, and how d'ye like my daugh- 
ter, pray ? 

Wild. Like her, madam !——Hark'e, will you take 
t? Why, faith, madam !——take the money, I fay, or 
egad, all's out. 

Ax GEL. All ſhall ont; fir, you're a ſcandal to the name 
of gentleman. 

Wird. With all my heart, madam :—'n ſhort, madam, 
your daughter has us'd me ſomewhat too familiarly, tho! 1 
ure treated her like a woman of quality. 

Dar. How, fir ? 

Wird. Why, madam, I have offer'd her 2 hundred 
pLineas, 

Dazt. A hundred guineas! upon what ſcore ? 

Wird. Upon what ſcore! Lord, Lord, how theſe old 
women love to hear bawdy. Why, faith, madam, I have 
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ne'er à double entendre ready at preſent, but I'll ſing yor 
2 ſong. 


Behold the goldfinches, tall al de ra!l 

And a man of my inches, tall al de rall, 

You ſhall take um, believe me, tall al de rall, 
If you will give me your—tall al de rall, 


A modiſh minuet, madam, that's all. 

DARL. Sir, I don't underftand you. 

Wild, Ay, ſhe will have it in plain terms ; then, s- 
dam, in downright'Engliſh, I offer'd your daughter a hun 
dred guineas, to=— 

ANGEL, Hold, fir, ſtop your abuſive tongue, too looſe 
for modeſt ears to hearim——Madam, I did before ſuſhed 
that his deſigos were baſe, now they're too plain; t this 
knight, this mighty man of wit and humour, is made 1 
tool to a knave: Vizard has ſent him of a bully's errand 
to affront a Woman; but I ſcorn the abuſe, and him that 
offer'd it. . 

DART. How, fir, come to affront us! D'ye know u Will 
we are, (ir ? 1 

Wirp. Know who you are! Why, your daughter there, 
is Mr, Vizard's—couſin, I ſuppoſe :—and for you, madam fte 
—now to call her procureſs alamode de France, | Aſde Wl | 
] eſtime votre occupation, 

DAR L. Pray, fir, ſpeak Engliſh. 

WILD. Then to define her office, Alamode de Londre« 
{Aſide.] I ſuppoſe your lady ſhip to be one of thoſe civil, 
obliginę, . diſcreet, old gentlewomen, who keep their vi. 
ſiting days for the entertainment of their preſenting friend 


yor 
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dom they treat with imperial tea, a private room, and 
hack of cards, Now I ſuppoſe you do underitand me. 
DaxL. This is beyond ſufferance ! but ſay, thou abuſive 
mn, what injury have you ever receiv'd from me or mine, 
hus to engage you in this ſcandalous aſperſion ? 

ANGEL. Yes, fir, what cauſe, what motives, could in- 
ace you thus to debaſe yourſe!f below your rank? 

WILD. Hey day, now dear Roxana, and you my fair 
Sutyra, be not ſo very Heroick in your ſtyles; Vizard's 
eter may reſolve yau, and anſwer all the impertinent 
weſſlions you have made me. 

Born Wourx. We appeal to that, 

Wit. And I'll ſtand to't ; he read it to me, and the 
mtents were pretty plain, I thought. 

Av SEL. Here, fir, peruſe it, and ſee how much we are 
jur'd, and you deceiv'd. 

WIV b. [Opening the letter.] But hold, madam, [To 


Duling.] before I read I'Il make ſome condition: Mr. 


Vurd ſays here, that I won't ſcruple thirty or ſorty pieces. 
Vu, madam, if you have clapt in another Cypher to the 
count, and made it three or four hundred, egad I will 
ut ſtand toꝰ t. 

ANGEL, Now [I can't tell whether diidain or anger be 
ke moſt juſt reſentment for this injury, 

Dart, The letter, fir, ſhall anſwer you. 

Witp, Well then, 

[Reads.] 

* OUT of my earneſt inclination to ſerve your ladyſhip, 
"ind my couſin Angelica,” Ay, ay, the very words, I 
m ay it by heart. I have ſt Sir Harry Wilda ir 
„What the devil's this? „ Sent Sir Harry Wildair 
o ecurt my couſin !''————He read to me quite a differ- 
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ent thing. „% He's a gentleman of great parts 1 
« fortune“ He's a ſon of a whore, and a raſcal=.. 
* And wou'd make your daughter very happy [whiftle:] 
« in a huſband.” [Looks fooliſh, and hums a forg,] 
Oh, poor Sir Harry, what have the angry ſtars deſign'd? 
AXGEL. Now, fir, I hope you need no inſtigaticn tore 
dreſs our wrongs, fince even the injury points the way, 
Dart. Think, ſir, that our blood for many generation: 
has run in the pureſt channel of unſully'd honour, 
Wird. Ay, madam. [Bows to he: 
ANGEL. Conſider what à tender flower is women's te- 
putation, which the leaſt air of foul detraction blaſts, 
WiL.p. Yes, madam. { Bows tothe: 
Dax. Call then to mind your rude and ſcandalous be- 
haviour. 
W1up. Right, madam, [ Bows again, 
ANGEL. Remember the baſe price you offer'd me, 
Exit. 
W1Lp. Very true, madam; was ever man ſo A. 
Daz. Then think that Vizard, villain Vizard, cause 
all this, yet lives: that's all; farewel, 
W11D. Stay, madam, [To Darling ] one word; is there 
no other way to redreſs your wrongs, but by fighting ? 
DAL. Only one, fir, which if you can think of, you 
may do; you know the buſineſs I entertain'd you for. 
W1Lp. I underſtand you, madam, [ Exit Darling.) 
Here am | brought to a very pretty dilemma. I muſt com- 
mit murder, or commit matrimony ; which is beſt now? 
A licenſe from Doctors Commons, or a ſentence from the 
Old Baily? If 1 kill my man, the law hangs me: if | 
marry my weman, I ſhall hang myſelf—But,. dam i. 
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cowards dare fight; I'll marry, that's the moſt daring ac- 
tion of the two: ſo my dear couſin Angelica, have at 
you. 


SC E N E Newgate, Clincher ſenior ſolus. 


Cui. How ſevere and melancholy are Newgate reflec- 
tons? Laſt week my father died; yeſterday I turn'd 
eau; to-day I am laid by the heels, and to-morrow ſhall 
te hung by the neck! was agreeing with a bookſeller 
tout printing an account of my journey through France 
ud Italy ; but now the hiſtory of my travels muſt be thro”. 
ther WW Holburn to Tyburn—“ The laſt and dying ſpeech of Beau 
i de Clincher, that was going to the Jubilee——Come a half- 

xeony a-piece,”” A ſad ſound, a ſad ſound, faith. Tis one 
gain i to have a man's death make a great noiſe in the world. 


Enter Smuggler and Gaoler. 


Save. Well, friend, I have told you who I am: fo 
auge dd theſe letters into Thames-ſtreet, as directed; they are 
bgentlemen that will bail me. [Exit Gaoler.] Eh! this 
there WMevgate is a very populous place: here's robbery and re- 
ſentance in every corner. 
you — friend, what are you? a cut -throat, or a Bum- 
iff ? 
lag. Corn. What are you, miſtreſs? a bawd or a witch? 
com- {Wſfirk'e, if you are a witch, d'ye ſee, Vil give you a 
red pounds to mount me on a broom-ſtaff, and whip 
the re away to the Jubilee. 
ioo. The Jubilee! O, you young rake-bell, what 
unt you here“ Lig 
You, I. P 
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Crix. Ah, you eld rogue, what brought you here, i 
you go to that ? 

S. | knew, fir, what your powdering, your prink- 
ing, your dancing, and your friſking, would come to, 

Crix. And I knew what your cozening, your extortion, 
and your ſmuggling wou'd come to, 

Suu. Ay, fir, you muſt break your indentures, and 
run to the devil in a full bottom wig, muſt you ? 

CL1iw- Ay, fir, and you muſt put off your gravity, and 
run to the devil in petticoats !————you deſign to ſwing in 
maſquerade, maſter, d'ye? 

Suu. Ay, you muſt go to the plays too, firrah : Lord 
Lord! what buſineſs has à prentice at a play-houfe, uoleſ 
it be to hear his maſter made a cuckold, and his miſtreſs i 
whore ? 'tis ten to one now, but ſome malicious poet b. 
my character upon the ſtage within this month: tis a hard 
matter now, that an honeſt ſober man can't ſin in private 
for this plaguy ſtage, I gave an honeſt gentleman five 
guineas myſelf towards writing a book againſt it: andit h 
done no good, we ſee. ' 0 

Clin. Well, well, maſter, take courage ! our comfort 
is, we have liv'd together, and ſhall die together, onl 
with this difference, that I have liv'd like a fool, and hal 
die like a knave; and you have liv'd like s knave, and ſhal 
die like a fool, 

SuuG. No, firrah! 1 have ſent a meſſenger for m 
cloaths, and ſhall get out immediately, and ſhall be upo! 
your jury by and by. Go to prayers you rogue, to pri) 
ers. [Exit Sug 

Cin. Prayers! 'tis a hard taking, when a man mull 
ſay grace to the gallows——— Ah, this curſed intriguing” 
Had 1 ſwung handſomely iu a ſilken garter now, I had del 
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amy duty; but to hand in hemp, like the vulgar, 'tis very 
ugenteel. 


Enter Tom Errand. 


A reprieve! a reprieve! thou dear, dear———damn'd 
"ue, Where have you been? Thou art the moſt wel- 
404 WT come ſon of a whore z; where's my cloaths ? 

EAR. Sir, I fee where mine are: come, fir, ſtrip, ſir, 
(rip, 

City, What, fir, will you abuſe a gentleman ? 

EAR. A gentleman ! ha, ha, ha, d'ye know where you 
we, fir? we're all gentlemen here; I ſtand up for li- 
erty and property. Newgate's a common wealth. 
No courtier has buſineſs among us; come, fir. 

Cin. Well, but ſtay, ſtay till 1 fend for my own 
bart deaths; 1 ſhall get out preſently. 
kan. No, no, fir! I'll ha' you into the dungeon, and 
acaſe you. 

Cur. Sir, you can't maſter me; for I'm twenty thou- 
kd ſtrong. [Exevunt ſtruggling. 


SCE N E changes to lady Darling's houſe. 


| (hal Enter Wildair with letters, ſervants following. 


Wird. Here, fly all around, and bear theſe as directed; 
n to Weſtminſter————you to St. James's, and you into 
it city— Tell all my friends, a bridegroom's joy invites 
der preſence, Look all of ye like bridegrooms alſo : all 
wear with hoſpitable looks, and bear a welcome in your 


mult, ———Tell 'em I'm marry'd. If any atk to whom, 
ning e no reply; but tell 'em that I'm marry'd, that joy 
| dies 


ul crown the day, and love the night. Be gone, fly, 
2 
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Enter Standard. 


A thouſand welcomes, friend; my pleaſure's now cor 
plete, fince I can ſhare it with my friend : briſk joy ſhi 
bound from me to you. Then back agen: and, like th 
ſun, grow warmer by reflection. 

STAND. You're always plealant, Sir Harry; but thi 
tranſcends yourſelf : whence proceeds it? 

Wir p. Canſt thou not gueſs, my friend? Whence floy 
all earthly joy? What is the life of man, and foul o 
pleaſure ?—woman,——What fires the heart with tran 
ſport, and the ſoul with raptures ? lovely woman——Wh 
is the maſter-ſtroke and ſmile of the creation, but charmin 
virtuous woman ?——When nature in the general comp 
ſition, firſt brought woman forth, like a fluſh'd poet, u 
viſh'd with his fancy, with ecſtaſy! it bleft the fair pr 
duction.— — Methinks, my friend, you reliſh not my jo 
What is the cauſe ? 

STanD. Canſt thou not gueſs *—— What is the bane 


man, and ſcourge of life, but woman ? What i 
the heatheniſh idol man ſets up, and is damn'd for wor 


ſhippine, treacherous woman ? What are thoſe, who 
eyes, like baſiliſks, ſhine beautiful for ſure deſtruQion 
whoſe ſmiles are dangerous as the grin of fiends, but fall 
deluding woman ?—— Woman! whoſe compoſition invert 
humanity ; their bodies heavenly, but their fouls a 
clay. 

W1LD. Come, come, colonel, this is too much: I kno! 
your wrongs receiv'd from Lurewell may excuſe your re 
ſentments againſt her. But 'tis unpardonable to charge ti 
failings of a fingle woman upon the whole ſex=—— 
kave found one, whoſe virtue. 
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STAND, So have I, Sir Harry; I have found one whoſe 
rice's above yielding to à prince. And if lying, diſſem- 
ling, perjury and falſhood, be no breaches in a woman's 
jonour, ſhe's as innocent as infancy, 

WILD. Well, colonel, I find your opinion grows ſtrong- 
n by oppoſition; I ſhall now therefore wave the argu- 
rent, and only beg you for this day to make a ſhew of 
onplaiſance at leaſt, Here comes my chatming 
Wye, 


Enter Darling and Angelica, 


STAxD. [Saluting Angelica. 1 wiſh you, madam, all 
ke joys of love and fortune, 


Enter Clincher junior. 


crix. Gentlemen and ladies, I'm juſt upon the ſpur, 
ud have only a minute to take my leave, 

Wity, Whither are you bound, fir ? 

Ct1n, Bound, Gr ! I'm going to the Jubilee, firs 

Dar L. Bleſs me, couſin! how came you by theſe 
Uaths ? 

CLix, Cloaths! ha, ha, ha! the rareſt jeſt! Ha, ha, ha, 
(fall burſt, by Jupiter Ammon, I ſhall burſt, 

Dari. What's the matter, couſin ? 

Crix. The matter! Ha, ha, ha: why, an honeſt por- 
e, ha, ha, ha, has knock'd out my brother's brains, 
4, ha, ha. 

Wii A re-y good jeſt, i'faith, ha, ha, ha. 

Cui Ay, fir, but the jet of all is, he knock's out his 
n with a haminer, and ſo he is as dead as a deer-nail, 
u, ha, ha. 

Daz, And do you laugh, wrefch ? 


7 —— 


201 Tux CONSTANT COUPLE. 


Crix. Laugh ! ha, ha, ha, let me ſee eber 4 younger 
brother in England that won't laugh at ſuch a jeſt, 

ANGEL. You appear'd a very ſober pious gentleman 
ſome hours ago. 

Clin. 'Pſhaw, I was a fool then: but now, madam, 
I'm a wit; I canrake now, As for your part, madam; 
you might have had me once ! But now, madam, if 
you ſhould chance fall to eating chalk, or gnawing th 
ſheets, 'tis none of my fault. Now, madam=l hay 
get an eſtate, and I muſt go to the Jubilee, 


Enter Clincher ſenior in a blanket. 


CLI. ſen, Muſt you fo, rogue, mult ye? 
You will go to the Jubilee, will you ? 

Crx. jun. A ghoſt, a ghoſt ! 
and chapter preſently, 

CLin. ſen. A ghoſt! No, no, firrab, I'm an elder bro 
ther, rogue. | 

CL1n, jun. I don't care a farthing for that; I'm ſur 
you're dead in law, 

Civ. ſen. Why fo, firrah, why ſo? 

CL1N. jun. Becauſe, fir, I can get a fellow to ſwearh 
knock'd out your brains. 

W1L1D. An odd way of ſwearing a man out of his life! 

Crix. jun. Smell him, gentlemen, he has a dead 
ſcent about him. 

CLin, ſen. Truly the apprehenſions of death may har 
made me favour alittle=—-O Lord-——the colone!! th 
apprehenſion of him may make the favour worſe, I 
afraid. 

CL1w. jun. In ſhort, fir, were you a ghoſt, or brothet 
or devil, | will go to the Jubilee, by Jupiter Ammon. 


Send for the des 
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dran p. Go to the Jubitee, go to the Bear- garden 
he travel of ſuch fools as you, doubly injures our countcy 
wu expoſe our native follies, which ridicule us among 
iangers, and return fraught only with their vices, which 
you vend here for faſhionable gallantry ; a travelling fool 
14: dangerous as a home-bred villain=get you to your 
ative plough and cart, converſe with antnmals like your- 
ves, ſheep and oxen; men are creatures you don't un- 
kritand, 

WIr p. Let 'em alone, colonel, their folly will be now 
lrerting Come, gentlemen, we'll diſpute this point 
me other time; 1 hear ſome fiddles tuning, let's hear how 
hey can entertain us. 


* 


— 


A ſervant enters and whiſpers Wildair. 


Witp. Madam, ſhall I beg you to entertain the com- 
wy in the next room for a moment? [To Darling. 
Dart, With all my heart come, gentlemen. 
[Exeunt omnes but Wildair, 
Wiup. A lady to enquire for me ! Who can this be ? 


Enter Lurewell, 


0! Madam, this favour is beyond my expectation, to 
ice) ae uninvited to dance at my wedding=what d'ye gaze 
x, madam ? 

Lunz. A monſter—if thou'rt marry'd, thou'rt the moſt 
jur'd wretch that e'er avow'd deceit. 

Witp. Hey day! Why, madam, I'm fure 1 never ſwore 
marry you: | made indeed a ſlight promiſe, upon con- 
won of your granting me a ſmall favour, but you woui + 
rothe conſent you know, 


* 
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Lu E. How he upbraids me with my ſhame, 
Can you deny your binding vows when this appears a wit- 
neſs *gainſt your falſnood. [Shews a ring, 
Methinks the motto of this ſacred pledge ſhou'd flaſh con- 
fuſion in your guilty face read, read here the bind- 
ing words of Love and Honour, words not unknown to 
your perfidious tongue tho” utter ſtrangers to you 
treacherous heart. 

Wirp. The woman's ſtark ſtaring mad, that's certain, 

Luxe. Was it maliciouſly deſign'd to let me find my 
miſery when paſt redreſs; to let me know you, only to 
know you falle ?—— Had not curſed chance fhew'd 
me the ſurpriſing motto, I had been happy the fit 
knowledge I had of you was fatal to me, and this ſecond 
worſe, 

Wirp. What the devil is all this Madam, I'm not 
at leiſure for raillery at preſent, I have weighty affairs up- 
on my hands; the buſineſs of pleaſure, madam, any other 
time [ Going, 

LuRE. Stay, I conjure you ſtay, 

WiLD. Faith I can't, my bride expects me; but hak's, 
when the honey moon is over, about a month or tuo 
hence, I may do you a ſmall favour, (Exit 

Lon E. Grant me fore wild expreſſions, heavens, of 
ſhall burſt woman's weakneſs, man's falſhood, my 
own ſharve, and love's diſdain, at once ſwell up my brea! 

words, words, or I ſhall burſt. [Geirg 


Enter Standard, 


STAND». Stay, madam, you need not ſhun my fight; f 
if you are perfect wemen, cu hart confidence to ou 
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fxce a crime, and bear the charge of guilt without 2 
bluſh. 

Luxz. The charge of guilt ! What? Making a fool of 
you? I've done it, and glory in the ac; the height of 
female juſtice were to make you all hang or drown; diſ- 
ſembling to the prejudice of men is virtue; and every 
look, or ſign, or ſmile, or tear that can deceive, is merito- 
nous. 

STAND. Very pretty principles truly if there be 
truth in woman, tis now in thee come, madam, you 
know that you're diſcovered, and being ſenſible you can't 
eſcape, you wou'd now turn to bay, 

That ring, madam, proclaims you guilty, 

Lu ATZ. O monſter, villain, perfidious villain? Has he 
told you ! 

STAND. I'll tell it you, and loudly too. 

Luxs. O name it not yet, ſpeak it out, tis ſo juſt a 
puniſhment for putting faith in man, that I will bear it 
all; and let credulous maids, that truſt their honour to the 
tongues of men, thus hear their ſhame proclaim'd—ipeak 
now, what his buſy ſcandal, and your improving malice 
both dare utter, | 

STAND, Your falſhood can't be reach'd by malice nor by 
atirez your actions are the juſteſt libel on your fame 
your words, your looks, your tears, I did believe in ſpight 
of common fame. Nay, gainſt mine own eyes, I (till 
mairitain'd your truth. I imagin'd Wildair's boaſting of 
your favours to be the pure reſult of his own vanity : at 
laſt he urg'd your taking preſents of him, as a convincing 
proof of which you yeſterday from him receiv'd that ring, 
which ring, that I might be ſure he gave it, I lent it him 
for that purpoſe. . 
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Lunt. Ha! You lent it him for that purpoſe } 

STAND, Yes, yes, madam, I lent bim for that purpoſe 
no denying it | know it well, for I have worn it 
long, and deſire you now, madarn, to reſtore it to the juſt 
owner, | 

Lunz. The juſt owner? Think, fir, think but of what 
importance tis to own it; if you have Love and Honour 
in your ſoul, 'tis then moſt jultly yours, if not, you are 


a robber, and have ſtoPn it baſely. 
STAND. Ha your words, like meeting flints, have 


ſtruck a light to ſhew me ſomething ſtrange but tell me 
inſtantly, is not your real name Manly ? 

Lon. Anſwer me firit, did not you receive this ring 
about twelve years ago ? 


STAND. | did. 
Lunz And were not you about that time entertain'd 


two nights at the houſe of Sir Oliver Manly in Oxford- 
fhire ? 

Sr AND. I was, I was, [Runs to her and embraces her 
The bleſt remembrance fires my ſoul with tranſport. 
I know the reſt———you are the charming ſhe, and | the 
happy man. 

Luxz. How has blind fortune ſtumbled on the right! 
But where have you wander'd fince ?=—"twas cruel to for- 
ſake me. 

STAND, The particulars of my fortune are too tedious 
now: but to diſcharge myſelf from the ſtain of diſhonour, 
1 muſt tell you, that immediately upon my return to the 
univerſity, my elder brother and I quarrell'd: my father, 
to prevent farther miſchief, poſts me away to travel: | 
writ to you from London, but fear the letter came not to 


your hands, 
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Luxx. I never had the leaſt account of you by letter or 
etherwiſe. | 

STanD. Three years I liv'd abroad, and at my return, 
found you were gone out of the kingdom; tho' none could 
tell me whither : mifling you thus, I went to Flanders, 
ſerv'd my king till the peace commenc'd; then fortunately 
going on board at Amſterdam, one ſhip tranſported us both 
to England, At the firſt fight 1 lov'd, tho' ignorant of 
the hidden cauſe——you may remember, madam, that 
talking once of marriage, 1 told you 1 was engag'd: to 
your dear ſelf I meant, 

Lyzxs. Then men are (till moſt generous and brave 
and to reward your truth, an eſtate of. three thoutand 
pounds @ year waits your acceptance; and if I can fatis- 
fy you in my paſt conduct, and the reaſons that engag'd me 
to deceive all men, I ſhall expect the honourable perfor- 
mance of your promiſe, and that you would ſtay with me 
in England, | 

STAND. Stay! nor fame, nor glory, e'er ſhall part us 
more, My honour can be no where more concern'd than 
here. | 


Enter Wildair, Angelica, both Clinchers, 


Ob! Sir Harry, fortune has ated miracles to-day, the 
ſtory's ſtrange and tedious, but all amounts to this, that 
woman's mind is charming as her perſon, and I am made a 
coovert too to beauty. 

Wil, I wanted only this to make my pleaſure perfect. 
And, now madam, we may dance and ſing, and love and 
Liſs in good eatneſt 


* 


208 Tana CONSTANT COUPLE. 


[A dance here, After the dance, enter Smuggler. 


Suu. So, gentlemen and ladies, I'm glad to find you 
ſo merry : is my gracious nephew among ye ? 

W1Lp. Sir, he dares not ſhew his face among ſuch ho- 
nourable company, for your gracious nephew is 

Suu. What, fir? Have a care what you lay, 

Wiro. A villain, fir. 

Sub. With all my heart—I 'I pardon you the beating 
me for that very word. And pray, Sir Harry, when yon 
ſce him next, tell him this news from me, that 1 have 
Gifinherited him, that I will leave him as poor as a diſband- 
ed quarter-maſter, And this is the poſitive and ſtiſf 1eſo- 
lution of thieeſcore and ten; an age that ſticks as vbſtinate- 
ly to its purpoſe, as to the old faſhion of its cloak. 

W1LD. You fee, madam, [To Angel.] how induſttiouſ- 
ly fortune has puniſh'd his offence to you. 

ANGEL, I can ſcarcely, fir, reckon it an offence, con- 
ſidering the happy conſequence of it. 

JMG. O! Sir Harry, he is as hypocritical—— - 

LURE, As yourſelf, Mr. Alderman; how fares my good 
old nurſe, pray, fir? 

Sms. O madam, I ſhall be even with you before | 
part with your writings and money, that I have in my 
hands, 

STAND, A word with you, Mr. Alderman ; do you R 
this pocket- book. 

Su uv. O Lord, it contains an account of all my ſecret 
praftices in trading. [ Aſide.] How came you by it, fir? 

STAND. Sir Harry here duſted it out of your pocket, 20 
this lady's houſe yeſterday : it contains an account of ſome 
ſecret praQices in your merchandizing; among the rel: 


U 
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the counterpart of an agreement with a correſpondent at 
Bourdeaux, about tranſporting French wine in Spaniſh 
caſks——firſt return this lady all her writings, then 1 ſhall 
conſider whether I ſhall lay your proceedings before the 
parliament or not, whoſe juſtice will never ſuffer your 
ſmuggling to go unpuniſh'd, 

Su vs. O my poor ſhip and cargo! 

C11N, ſen. Hark'e, maſter, you had as good come along 
with me to the Jubilee now. 

AnGEL, Come, Mr. Alderman, for once let a woman 
adviſe : wou'd, you be thought an honeſt man? baniſh co- 
vetouſneſs, that worſt gout of age; avarice is a poor pil- 
fering quality of the ſul, and will as certainly cheat, as a 
thief wou'd ſteal wou'd you be thought a reformer 
of the times? be leſs ſevere in your cenſures, leſs rigid in 
your precepts, and more ſtrict in your example. 

WI Ip. Right, madam, virtue flows freer from imitation, 
than compulſion; of which, colonel, your converſion and 
mine are juſt examples. ; 


In vain are muſty morals taught in ſchools, 

By rigid teachers, and as rigid rules, 

Where virtue with a frowning aſpect ſtands, 
And frights the pupil from its rough commands, 
But woman — 

Charming woman can true converts make, 

We love the precepts for the teacher's ſake, 
Virtue in them appears ſo bright, ſo gay, 

We hear with tranſport, and with pride obey. 
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| Spoken by Mr. WIL ks. 


OW all depart each his reſpeQive way, 

To ſpend an evening's chat upon the play; 
Some to Hippolito's; one homeward goes, 

And one with loving ſhe retires to th' Roſe. 

The am'rous pair in all things frank and free, 
Perhaps may fave the play, in number three. 

The tearing fpark, if Phyllis ought gainſays, 
Breaks th* drawer's head, kicks her, and murders bays, 
To Coffee ſome retreat to ſave their pockets, 
Others, more generous, damn the play at Lockets ; 
But there, I hope, the author's fears are vain, 
Malice ne'er ſpoke in generous Champaign. 
That poet merits an ignoble death, 

Who fears to fall over a brave Monteth. 

The privilege of wine we only aſk, 

You'll taſte again, before you damn the flaſk, 

Our author fears not you; but thoſe he may, 

Who 1n cold blood murder a man in tea. 

Thoſe men of ſpleen who fond the world ſhould know it, 
Sit down, and for their twopence damn a poet. 
Their criticiſms good, that we can ſay for't, 

They underſtand a play—too well to pay for't. 
From box to ſtage, from ſtage to box they run, 
Firſt ſteal the play, then damn it when they've done. 
But now, to know what fate may us betide, 
Among our friends in Cornhill and Cheapſide. 
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But thoſe, I think, have but one rule for plays; 
They'll ſay they're good, if ſo the world but ſays. 
it hould pleaſe them and their ſpouſes know it, 
They ſtrait enquire what kind of man's the poet. 
But from ſide-box we dread a fearful doom, 

All the good-natur'd beaux are gone to Rome, 

The ladies cenſure I'd almoſt forgot, 

Then for a line or two t'engage their vote; 

But that way's old, below our author's aim, 

No leſs than his whole play is complement to them. 
For their ſakes then the play can't miſs ſucceeding, 
Tho' criticks may want wit, they have good breeding; 
They won't, I'm ſure, forfeit the ladies graces, | 
By ſhewing their ill · nature to their faces: 

Our buſineſs with good manners may be done, 
Flatter us here, and damn us when you're gone. 
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To the Right HonouraBLEz the 


Earl of ALBEMARLE, &c. 
Knight of the moſt noble order of the Garter. 


My LonxvD, 
Y Pen is both 2 novice in poetry, and « ſtranger at 
court, and can no more raile itſelf to the ſtyle of 

Panegyrick, than it can ſtoop to the Art of Flattery; but 
if in the plain and fimple habit of truth, it may preſume 
tomix with that crowd of followers that daily attend upon 
your lordſhip's favour, pleaſe to behold a ſtranger, with this 
lifference, that he pays more homage to your worth, than 
oration to your greatneſs, 
This diſtinQion, my lord, will appear too nice, and 
metaphyſical to the world, who know your lordſhip's merit 
ind place to be inſeparable, that they can only differ as the 
cauſe from the effect; and this, my lord, is as much be- 
yond diſpute, as that your royal maſter, who has made the 
noble choice, is the moſt wiſe, and moſt diſcerning prince 
in the univerſe, 
To preſent the world with a lively draught of your lord- 
ſhip's per fed ĩons, I ſhould enumerate the judgment, con- 
duct, piety and courage of bur great and gracious King, who 
cn only place his favours on thoſe ſhining qualifications, for 
which his majeſty is ſo eminently remarkable himſelf; but 
'his, my lord, will prove the buſineſs of voluminous Hiſto- 
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ry, and your lordſhip's character muſt attend the fame of 
Jour great maſter in the Memoirs of futurity, as your 
faithful ſervice has hitherto accompanied the noble actions 
of his life, 

The greateſt princes in all ages, have had their friends 
and favourites, with them to communicate and debate their 
thoughts, ſo to exercile and ripen their judgments ; or ſome- 
times to eaſe their cares by imparting them, The great 
Auguſtus, we read in his proje& of ſettling the unwieldly 
Roman conqueſts on à fixt baſis of government, had the 
deſign laid, not in his council, but his clolet : there we 
find him with his two friends Mecznas and Agrippa, his 
favourite friends, perſons of ſound judgment, and un- 
queſtionable fidelity; there the-great queſtion is freely and 
reaſonably debated, without the noiſe 6f faction and con- 
ſtraint of formality ; and there was laid that prodigious 
ſcheme of government, that ſoon recover'd their bleeding 
country, heal'd the wounds of the civil war, bleſt the 
empire with a laſting peace, and ſtyl'd its monarch Pater 
Patria. 

The parallel, my lord, is eaſily made; we have our 
Cæſar too no leſs renown'd than the feremention'd Au- 
guſtus; he firſt aſſerted our liberties at home againſt popery 
and thraldom, headed our armies abroad with bravery and 
ſucceſs, gave peace to Europe, and fecurity to our religion, 
And you, my lord, are his Mecznas, the private counſellor 
to thoſe great tranſactions which have made England ſo 
ſormidable to its enemies, that (which I bluſh to own) it is 
grown jealous of its friends, 

But here, my lord, appears the particular wiſdom and 
eircumſpection of your lordſhip's conduct, that you ſo firm- 
ly retain the favour of your maſter without the envy of 
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the ſubject; your moderation and even deportment between 
both, has ſecur'd to your lordſhip the ear of the King, and 
the heart of the people; the nation has voted you their 
Good Angel in all ſuits and petitions to their prince, and 
their ſucceſs fills the three kingdoms with daily praiſes of 
your lordſhip's goodneſe, and his majeſty's grace and cle» 
mency. 

And now, my lord, give me leave humbly to beg, that 
among all the good actions of your lordſhip's high and hap- 
py ſtation, the encouragement of arts and literature may 
not be folely excluded from the influence of your favour. 
The polite Mecznas whom I preſum'd to make a parallel 
to your lordſhip in the favour of his prince, had his Virgil, 
and his Horace, and his time was moſtly divided between 
the emperor and the poet; he ſo manag'd his ſtake of royal 
favour, that as Auguſtus made him great, ſo the mules 
ax'd him immortal; and M:ro's excellency, my lord, will 
aypear the leſs wonder, when we conſider that his pen was 
{ cheriſh'd with bounty, and inſpir'd by gratitude, 

But I can lay no claim to the merits of fo great a perſon 
for my acceſs to your lordſhip; I have only this to recom- 
mend me without art void of rhetorick, that I am a true 
lover of my King, and pay an unfeigned veneration to all 
thoſe who are his truſty ſervants, and faithful miniſters ; 
which infers that 1am, my lord, with all jubmiſon, 


Your lordſhip's moſt devoted, and 
moſt obedient humble ſervant, 
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UR Authors have in moſt their late eſſays, 

Prologu'd their own, by damning other plays, 
Made great Harangues to teach you what was fit 
To pais for humoùr and go down for wit. 
Athenian rules muſt form an Engliſh piece, 
And Drury-lane comply with antient Greece, 
Exactneſs only, ſuch as Terence writ, 
Mult pleaſe our maſqu'd Lucretias in the pit. 
Our youthful Author ſwears he cares not a pin 
For Voſſiue, Scaliger, Hedelen or Rapin: 
He leaves to learned pens ſuch labour'd lays, 
You are the rules by which he writes his plays. 
From muſty books let others take their view, 
He hates dull reading, but he ſtudies You. 
Firſt, from you beaux, his leſſon is formality, 
And in your footmen ther. moſt nice merality; 
To pleaſure them his Pegaſus muſt fly, 
Becauſe they judge, and lodge, three ſtories high. 
From the front-boxes he has pick'd his lyle, 
And learns, without a bluſh, to make em !mile; 
A leſſon only taught us by the fair: 
A waggiſh alticnm——byt a modeſt air. 
Among his friends here in the pit, he reads 
Some rules that every modiſh writer needs, 
He learns from every Covent-Garden critick's face, 
The modern forms of Adion, Time, and Place, 
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The action he's afham'd to name 'ye ſee, 

The Time is Seven, the Place is Number Three. 
The Maſques he enly reads by paſſant looks, 

He dares not venture far into their books, 

Thus then the Pit and Boxes are his Schools, 

Your air, your humour, his Dramatick Rules. 
Let criticks cenſure them, and hiſs like ſnakes, 
He gains his ends, if his light fancy takes 

St, James's beaux, and Covent-Garden rakes. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Sir HARRY WII D AIR. 

Col. STANDARD, 

FirEBALL, à ſea Captain, 

Monſ. MaxQuis a ſharping refugee, 


Beav BAN TER. 


CLiNncner, the jubilee - beau turn'd politician, 


Dickx, ſervant to WII DAI R. 


SnAxx ſervant to FiREBALL, 
GnosrT. 
Lord BELLAMY. 

W OME X. x 
Lady LUREWELL, 
ANGELICA, 
PARLIY. 


Servants and attendants, 


SCENE, st. JAMES's Pur. 
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INGCOND FARKLET 


OF THE 


ONSTANT COUPLE: 


OR, A 


Trip to the Jubilee. 
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SCENE, The Park. 


Enter Standard and Fireball meeting. 


AH! Brother Fireball! welcome aſhore, 
what | heart whole? limbs firm, and fri- 


rA d. 


te ſafe ? 

Fize, All, all, as fortune and friends cou'd wiſh. - 
STAND, And what news from the Baltick ? 

Fizz, Why, yonder are three or four young boys i'th” 
petth that have got globes and ſcepters to play with: they 
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fell to loggerheads about their play-things; the Engli 


came in like Robin Good fellow, cry'd Bob, and made 
be quiet. 

STAND. In the next place then, you're to congratal; 
my ſucceſs: you have heard, I ſuppoſe, that I have mary 
a fine lady with 4 great fortune. 

Fraz. Ay, ay, twas my firſt news upon my landir 
that colonel Standard had marry'd the fine lady Lurew 
—A fine lady indeed! A very fine lady !--But faith, bre 
ther, I had rather turn ſkipper to an Indian Canoo, d 
manage the veſſel you're maſter of, 

STAND. Why fo, fir? 

Fizz. Becauie ſhe'll run adrift with every wind th 
blows : ſhe's all fail and no ballaſt—ſhall 1 tell you t 
character I have heard of a fine lady? A fine lady can )auy 
at the death of her huſband, aud cry for the toſs of a ly 
dog. A fine lady is angry without a cauſe, and ples 
without a reaſon, A fine lady has the vapours all t 
morning, and the cholick all the afternoon, The pride 
a fine lady is above the merit of an underſtanding head 
yet her vanity will ſtoop to the adoratian of a peruke. At 
in fine, a fine lady goes to church for faſhion's ſake, it 
to the baſſet table with devotion ; and her paſſion for g 
ing exceeds her vanity of being thought virtuous; 0r 
deſire of aQting the contrary We ſeamen ſpeak plain, bt 
ther. 

STanD. You ſeamen are like your element, lv 

tempeſtuous, too ruffling to handle « fine lady. 

Fire. Say you ſo? Why then give me thy hand, bet 
Frank, and let the world talk on and be damn'd. 

STAND. The world talk, ſay you? What does ti 
world talk ? | 
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Fizz. Nothing, nothing at all—they only ſay what's 
uſual upon ſuch occaſions; that your wife's the greateſt 
coquet about the court, and your worſhip the greatelt cuck- 
«dia the city: that's all. 

Fran b. How, how, fir ? 

Fizz, That ſhe's a coquet, and you à cuckold, 

STAND. She's an angel in aerſelf, and a paradiſe 40 
re. 

Fizz, She's an Eve in herſelf, and a devil to you. 

STawD. She's all truth, and the world a liar, 

Fixe, Why then, igad, brother, it ſhall be ſo; I'll back 
to White's, and whoever dares mutter ſcandal of my bro» 
ther and ſiſter, 1'1] daſh his ratifia in's face, and call hin a 
liar, | [ Going. 

STanD. Hold, hold, fir. The world is too ſtrong for us. 
Were (candal and detraQtion to be thoroughly reveng'd, we 
wuſt murder all the beaux and poiſon half the ladies: thoſe 
that have nothing elſe to lay, muſt tell ſtories: fools ove, 
Burgundy, and ladies over Tea, mult have ſomething that's 
ſharp to reliſh their liquor; malice is the piquant ſauce of 
ſuch converſation; and without it their entertainment 
you'd prove mighty infipid-Now, brother, why thou'd we 
pretend to quarrel with all mankind ? 

Fiz. Becauſe all mankind quarrel with us. 

STAND. The worſt reaſon in the world —Wou'd yau 
pretend to devour a lion, becauſe a lion wou'd devour 
you ? 

Fix, Yes, if I cou'd. 

STAND. Ay, that's right; if you cou'd ! but ſince you 
hare neither teeth nor paws for ſuch an encounter, lie 
quietly down, and perhaps the furious beaſt may rug over 
0 
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Firs. 'Sdeath, fir ! But, I ſay, that whoever abuſe 
my brother's wife, tho' at the back of the king's chair 
he's a villain, 


STAND. No, no, brother, that's a contradiction; there“ 


no ſuch thing as villainy at court. Indeed, if the practice 
of courts were a fingle perſon, he might be ſtyl'd villaia 
with a vengeance; but number and power authorizes ever 
thing, and turns the villain upon their accuſers. 


pleads liberty of conſcience; every man's conſcience is his 
convenience, and we know no conver.ience but preferment, 
As for inſtance, who would be ſo complaiſant as to 
thank an officer for his courage, when that's the condition 
of his pay? And who can be ſo ill natur'd, as to blame 
courtier for eſpouſing that which is the very tenure of bis 
livelihood. 

Fire, A very good argument in a very damnable cauſe! 
—— But, fir, my bus'neſs is not with the court, but with 
you: I deſire you, fir, to open your eyes; at leaſt, be 
pleas'd to lend an ear to what 1 heard juſt now at the 
"Chocolate-houſe, 

STAND. Brother. 

FIRE. Well, fir. p 

STAND. Did the ſcandal pleaſe you when you heard 
it ? 

FIRE. No. 

STawnD. Then why ſhou'd you think it ſhou'd pleaſe 
me? Be not more uncharitable to your friends than to 
yourſelf, ſweet fir; if it made you uneaſy; there's no 
queſtion but it will torment me, who am ſo much nearer 


conceru'sd. 


In ſhort, 
fir, every man's morals, like his religion now-a-days, 
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Finz. But wou'd you not be glad to know your ene- 
nies ? 

STanD. Pſhaw! If they abus'd me they are my friends, 
intimate friends, my table company, and pot- com- 
nnions. 

Furz. Why then, brother, the devil take all your ac- 
mintance, You were fo rally'd, ſo torn! there was a 
undred ranks of ſneering white teeth drawn upon your 
misfortunes at once, which ſo mangled your wife's repu- 
ution, that ſhe can never patch up her honour while ſhe 
hes. 

STaxD. And their teeth were very white, you ſay, _ 

Fins. Very white ! Blood, fir, I fay they mangled your 
vie's reputation, 

dran b. And I ſay, that if they touch my wife's repu- 
mon with nothing but their teeth, ker honour will be ſafe 
trough, 

Fixe, Then you won't hear it. 

STanD, Not a ſyllable. Litt'ning aſter ſlander is laying 
ets for ſerpents, which, when you have caught, will ſting 
you to death: let 'em ſpit their venom among themſelves, 
ud it hurts no body. 

Fins, Lord! Lord! how cuckeldom and contentment 
p together! Fye, fye, fir! conſider you have been a 
{Idier, dignify'd by a noble poſt ; diſtinguiſh'd by brave 
tions, an honour to your nation, and a terror to your 
Memies,——— — Hell! that a man who has ſtorm'd Na- 
nur ſhou'd become the jeſt of a coffee - table The 
Whole houſe was clearly taken up with the two important 
weſtions, whether the colonel was a cuckold ? or Kid a 
Mate ? * ; 

STAXD, This I can't bear, | [Aſides 
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Fire. Ay, (ſays a ſneering coxcomb) the colonel hu 
made his fortune with a witneſs ; he has ſecur'd himfel# ; 
good eſtate in this life, and a reverſion in the world to 


Fran 
de | 


Ir err: 
come, Then (replies another) I preſume he's oblig'd b. 
your lordſhip's bounty for the latter part of the ſettle. WW! & 
ment. There are others (ſays a third) that have player 


the 
| ſtan 


with my lady Lurewell at piquet, beſides my lord; | 
have capotted her myſelf two or three times in an even- 


ing. 


poſe v 
STAanD. O matrimonial patience, aſſiſt me, J — 
Ft az. Matrimonial patience ! Matrimonial peſtilence Nen 
hake oft theſe drowzy chains that fetter your reſent- Ia fet 
ments. If your wife has wrong'd you, pack her off, and gr Ax 
let her perſon be as publick as her eharaQer : if ſhe be pi. 
honeſt, revenge her quarrel.—I can ſtay no longer: this Wl 57 4 x 
js my hour of attendance at the Navy-Office; I'll come e jon 
and dine with you; in the mean time, revenge; thick pes. 
on't. Exit Fireball. . can 
STanD, [Solus.] How eaſy is it to give advice, and how en ber 


difficult to obſerve it!“ If your wife has wrong'd ye, 
« pack her off.” Ay, but how? The goſpel drives the 
matrimonial nail, and the law clinches it ſo very hard, that 
to draw it again wou'd tear the work to pieces That her 
intentions have wrong'd me, here's a young bawd can wits 
neſs. 


able 
id cloat! 
STAN 
That th 
5 viſttir 
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STAN 
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Purley! 
Pan, 
STAN 
Pas, 
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Enter Parley, running croſs the ſtage, 


Here, here, Mrs. Parley, whither ſo faſt ? 

Pax, Oh Lorc! my maſter! Sir, I was running to 
madamoiſelle Furbello, the French milliner, for a oe» 
Burgundy for my lady's head. 
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Sraxnn. No, child, you're employ'd about an old fa- 
d garniture for your maſter's head, if I miſtake not 
errand, 

Par, Oh, fir! there's the prettieſt faſhion lately come 
u ſo airy! fo French, and all that — The pinners are 
ble rufled with twelve plaits of a fide, and open all 
the face; the hair is frizzled all up round the head, 
| ſtands as tiff as a bodkin. Then the favourites hang 
we vpon the temples with a languifhing lock in the mid- 
+ Then the canle is extremely wide, and over all is 2 
met rais'd very high, and all the lappets behind! 
at fetch it preſently, 

Sraxn. Hold a little, child, I muſt talk with you, 

Par, Another time, fir, my lady ſtays for it. 

dran. One queſtion firſt : what wages doth my wife 
we you ? 

Par, Ten pounds a year, fir, v hich God knows is lit- 
enough, conſidering how I ſlave from place to place 
yon her occafions. But then, fir, my perquiſites are con - 
ible ; I make above two hundred pounds a year by her 


i cloaths. 
Stand, Two hundred pounds a year of her old cloaths ! 


Chat then muſt her new ones coſt ?—But what do you get 
j viſiting gallants and picquet ? 

Par. About a hundred pound more. 

STAND. A hundred pound more ! now who can expec 
d ind a lady's woman honeſt, when the gets ſo much 
being a jade? What religion are you of, Mrs, 
Parley! | 
Par, I can't tell. 
STAND. What was your fathey ? 
Pax. A mountcbank, 
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STAND. Where were you born ? 
PAR. In Holland. 


STAND, Were you ever chriſten'd ? 

PAR. No. 

Sr AND. How came that? 

PAR. My parents were Anabaptiſts: they died before 
was dipt; I then forſook their religion, and ha' got ne'er 
new one ſince. 

STAND. I'm very ſorry, madam, that 1 had not th 
honour to know the worth of your extra&ion ſooner 
that I might have paid you the reſpec due to your qu 
lity. 

PAR. Sir your humble ſervant. 

SrAND. Have you any principles? 

PAR. Five hundred. 

STAND, Have you Joſt your maidenhead ?—{ She put 
on her maſque, and nods.] Do you love money ? 

PAR. Yaw, mija heer. 

Sr AND. Well, Mrs. Parley, now you have been ſo fre 
with me, I tell you what you muſt truſt to in return: ne 
ver to come near my houſe again, Be gone, monſter, f 
Hell and furies! never chriſten'd! Her father 
mountebark ! 

Pan, Lord, fir, you need not be ſo furious, Neve 
chriſten'd! what then? I may be a very good chriſtian f 
all that, I ſuppoſe. Turn me off! fir, you ſhan't, Med 
dle with your fellows, tis my lady's buſineſs to order he 
women. 

STAND. Here's a young whore for you now ! A ſwee 
companion for my wife ? where there's ſuch a helliſh con 
dent, there muſt be damnable ſecrets—Be gone, I ſay, 
My wife ſhall turn you away, 
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Par. Sir ſhe won't turn me away, ſhe ſhan't turn me 
way, nor ſhe can't turn me away, Sir, I ſay, ſhe dare 
not turn me away. 

STanD. Why, you jade? why? 

Par, Becauſe I'm the miſtreſs, not ſhe. 

STAwnD. You the miſtreſs ! 

Par, Yes, 1 know all her ſecrets; and let her offer to 
turn me off if ſhe dares. 

STAND. What ſecrets do you know ? 

Pax. Humph !—Tell a wife's ſecrets to her huſband ! 
=yery pretty, faith !-—Sure, fir, you don't think me ſuch 
t Jew : tho* I was never chriſten'd, I have more religion 
than that comes to. 

STAND. Are you faithful to your lady for affection or 
tereſt ? 

Par, Shall 1 tell you a chriſtian lie, or a pagan truth? 

STanD, Come, truth for once. 

Pax, Why then, intereſt, intereſt; I have a great ſoul, 
which nothing can gain but a great bribe, 

STanD, Well, tho' thou art a devil, thou art a very 
loneſt one ive me thy hand, wench. Should 
tot intereſt make you faithful to me as much as to others ? 

Par. Honeſt to you! marry for what? you gave me 
need two pitiful pieces the day you were marry'd, but 
tot ſtiver ſince,” One Gallant gives me ten guineas, 
mother a watch, another a pair of pendants, a fourth a 
damond ring; and my noble maſter gives me—his linen to 
Mend ———Faugh! Pl! tell you a ſecret, fir, ſtingi- 
tth to ſervants make more cuckolds, than ill-nature to 
Fives, 

STAnd, And am J a cuckold, Parley ? 

Vox, I. Wi 
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Pax. No, faith not yet, tho” in a very fair way of hay. 
ing the dignity conferr'd upon you very ſuddenly, 

STanD, Come, girl, you ſhall be my penſioner; yon 
ſhall have a glorious revenue; for every guinea that you get 
for keeping a ſecret, I'll give you two for revealing it: 
You ſhall find a huſband once in your life out-do all your 
gallants in generoſity. Take their money, child, take all 
their bribes: give em hopes, make em aſſignations; ſerve 
your lady faithfully, but tell all to me. By which means, 
ſhe will be kept chaſte; you will grow rich, and I ſhall 
preſerve my honour, 

Par. But what tecurity ſhall I have for performance of 
articles ? 

STAND. Ready payment, child. 

Pan. Then give me earneſt. 

STAND. Five guineas. [ Giving her money, 

PAR. Are they right? No Gray's-lnn pieces among( 
'em?—All right as my legw-now, ſir, I'll give you an 
earneſt of my ſervice, Who d'ye think is come to town ? 

STAND, Who? 

PAR. Your old friend, Sir Harry Wildair. 

STAND. Impoſſible ! 

PAR. Ves, faith, and as gay as ever. 

STAanD. And has he forgot his wife ſo foon ? 

PAR. Why, ſhe has been dead now above a yetr.—He 
appear's in the ring laſt night with ſuch ſplendor and equi- 
page, that he eclips'd the beaux, dazzl'd the ladies, and 
made your wife dream all night of fix Flanders mares, 
ſeven French liveries, a wig like a cloak, and a hat like 
ſhittlecock. 

- STAND. What are a woman's promiſes and oaths ? 

Par, Wind, wind, fir. 
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STAND. When I marry'd her, how heartily did ſhe con- 
demn her light preceding conduct, and for the future vow'd 
berſelf a perfect pattern of conjugal fidelity 

Par. She might as ſafely ſwear, fir, that this day 
ſe*nnight at four o'clock, the wind will blow fair for Flan- 
ders *Tis preſuming for any of us all to promiſe for our 
inclinations a whole week. Beſides, fir, my lady has got 
the knack of coquetting it : and when once a woman has 
got that in her head, ſhe will have a touch on't every 
where elſe. | 

STAND. An oracle, child. But now I muſt make the 
beſt of a bad bagain; and ſince I have got you on my 
fide, I have ſome hopes that by conſtant diſappointment 
and croſſes in her deſigns, I may at laſt tire her into good 
behaviour. 

Pax. Well, ſir, the condition of articles being duly 
perform'd, I ſtand to the obligation, and will tell you far- 
ther, that by and by Sir Harry Wildair is to come to our 
houle to cards, and that there is a deſign laid to cheat him 
of his money. 

STAND. What company will there be beſides ? 

PAR. Why, the old ſet at the baſſet-table; my lady 
Lovecards, and the uſual company : they have made up 
a bank of fifteen hundred Louis-d'Ors among em; the 
whole deſign lies upon Sir Harry's purſe, and the French 
marquis you know, conſtantly Tailles, 

STAND. Ay, the French marquis; that's one of your 
dene factors Parley;— The perſecution of Baſſet in Paris 
furniſh'd us with that Refugee, but the character of ſuch 
a fellow ought not to reflect on thoſe who have been real 


ſulferers for their religion, But take no notice, Be ſure 
R 2 
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only to inform me of all that paſſes, -There's more car. 
neſt for you: be rich and faithful, [Exit Standard. 

Par. [Solus.] I am now not only a woman to the lady 
Lurewell, but ſteward to her huſband, in my double ca- 


pacity of knowing her ſecrets, and commanding his purſe, 


A very pretty office in a family; “ for every guinea that 
et I get for keeping a ſecret, he'll give me two for reveal - 
„ ing it.“ My comings in at this rate will be worth z 
maſter in Chancery's place, and many a poor Templer will 
be glad to marry me with half my fortune, 


Enter Dicky, meeting her, 


Drcx. Here's a man much fitter for your purpoſes, 

Pax. Bleſs me ! Mr. Dicky! 

Dick. The very ſame in longitude and latitude ! not : 
bit diminiſh'd, not a hair's breadth increas'd - Dear Mrs 
Parley, give me a buſs, for I'm almoſt ſtarv'd. 

Par. Why ſo hungry, Mr. Dicky ? 

Drcs, Why, 1 han't taſted a bit this year and half, 
woman; I have been wand'ring about all over the world, 
following my maſter, and come home to dear London but 
two days ago. Now the devil take me, if I had not rw 
ther kils an Engliſh pair of pattins, than the fineſt lady in 
France. | 

Par. Then you're overjoy'd to ſee London again? 
Dick. Oh! I was juſt dead of a conſumption, till the 
ſweet ſmoke of Cheapſide, and the dear perfame of Fleet- 
Ditch, made me a man again. 

Par. But how came you to live with Sir Harry Wil- 
dair ? 

Dick. Why, ſecing me a handſome perſonable fellow, 
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ind well qualify'd for a livery, he took a fancy to my figure, 
that was all, 

Par, And what's become of your old maſter ? 

Dick. Oh! hang him, he was a blockhead, and I turn'd 
him off, I turn'd him away. | 

PAR. And were not you very ſorry for the loſs of your 
miſtreſs, Sir Harry's lady ? They ſay, ſhe was a very good 
woman. 

Dick. Oh! the ſweeteſt woman that ever the ſun 
hin'd upon, I cou'd almoſt weep when I think of her. 

[Wiping his eyes, 

Par, How did ſhe die, pray? I cou'd never hear how 
'twas, 

Dick. Give me a buſs then, and I'll tell ye. 

Pak. You ſhall have your wages when your work's 
lone, 

Diek. Well then—courage —now for a doleful tale, 
—You know that my maſter took a freak to go ſee that 
fooliſh Jubilee that made ſuch a noiſe among us here; and 
no ſooner ſaid than done; away he went, he took his fine 
French ſervants to wait on him; and left me the poor Eng- 
ih puppy, to wait upon his lady at home here.-Well, o 
far, ſo good—But ſcarce was my maſter's back turn'd, 
vhen my lady fell to ſighing, and pouting, and whining, 
und crying z and in ſhort fell ſick upon't. 

Par, Well, well, I know all this already; and that ſhe 
pluck'd up her ſpirits at laſt, and went to follow him. 

Dick. Very well. Follow him we did, far and far, and 
farther than I can tell, till we came to a place call'd 
Montpelier, in France; a goodly place truly, But Sir 
Harry was gone to Rome; there was our labour loſt. 


* 
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But, to be ſhort, my poor lady with the tire ſomeneſs of 
travelling, fell ſick—and dy'd. 

PAR. Poor woman. 

Dick. Ay, but that was not All. Here comes the worſt 
of the ſtory.— Thoſe curſed barbarous devils, the French, 
wou'd not let us bury her. 

Par. Not bury her, 

Dick. No, ſhe was a heretick woman, and they wou'l 
not let her corpſe be put in their holy ground—Oh ! damn 
their holy ground for me, 

Par, Now had not I better be an honeſt pagan, as I am, 
than ſuch a chiiſtian as one of theſe ?=But how did you 
diſpoſe the body? 

Dick. Why there was one charitable gentle woman that 
us'd to viſit my lady in her fickneſs : ſhe contriv'd the 
matter ſo, that ſhe had her bury'd in her own private cha- 
pel. This lady and myſelf carried her out upon our own 
ſhoulders through a back door at the hour of midnight, and 
laid her in a grave that I dug for her with my own hands; 
and if we had been catch'd by the prieſts we had gone to 
the gallows without the benefit of c ergy. 

PAR. Oh! the devil take em. But what did the 
mean by a heretick woman ? 

Dick. I don't know; ſome ſort of a Canibal I believe, 
1 know there are ſome Canibal women here in England, 
that come to the play-houſes in maſques; but let them 
have a care how they go to France. (For they are all he- 
reticks, I believe.) But I am ſure my good lady was note 
of theſe. 

Pax. But how did Sir Harry bear the news ? 

Dick. Why, you muſt know, that my lady, after (: 

was bury'd, ſent me= 


+ & 
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Par, How ! after ſhe was bury'd ! 

Dick. 'Plhaw! why Lord, miſtreſs, you know what I 
mean: 1 went to Sir Harry all the way to Rome; and 
where d'ye think I ſound him ? 

Par, Where? 

Dick. Why, in the middle of a monaſtery among a hun- 
fred and fifty nuns, playing at hot-cockles. He was ſur- 
priz'd to ſee honeſt Dicky, you may be ſure. But when J 
told him the ſad ſtory, he roar'd out a whole volley of Eng- 
liſh oaths upon the ſpot, and ſwore that he would ſet fire 
on the pope's palace for the injury done to his wife. He 
then flew away to his chamber, lock'd himſelf up for three 
days z we thought to have found him dead; but inſtead of 
that, he call'd for his beſt linen, fine wig, gilt coach; and 
laughing very heartily, ſwore again he would be reveng'd, 
and bid them drive to the nunnery; and he was reveng'd to 
ſome purpoſe. 

Par. How, how, dear Mr. Dicky ? 

Diek. Why, in the matter of five days he got fix nuns 
vith child, and left them to provide for their heretick baſ- 
tards—A plague on em, they hate a dead heretick, but 
they love a piping hot warm heretick with all their hearts. 
So away we came, and thus did he jog on, revenging 
himſelf at this rate through all the catholick countries that 
we paſſed, till we came home; and now, Mrs, Parley, I 
fancy he has ſome deſigns of revenge too upon your lady. 

Par, Who cou'd have thought that a man of his light 
airy temper wou'd have been ſo revengful ? 

Dick. Why, faith, I'm a little malicious too: where's 
the buſs you promis'd me, you jade? 

PAR. Follow me you rogue. [Runs off, 

Dick. Allons, p [ Follows, 
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SCENE, A Lady's apartment. 


Enter two Chamber-maids. 


1 Cnam, RE all things ſet in order? The toilet 
fix, the bottles and combs put in form, 
and the chocolate ready ? 

2 CAM. Tis no great matter whether they be right or 
not; for right or wrong we ſhall be ſure of our lecture; l 
wiſh for my part wy time were out, 

1 Cu AM. Nay, 'tis a hundred to one but we may run 
away before our time be half expir'd ; and ſhe's worle this 
morning than ever. Here ſhe comes. 


Enter Lurewell. 


Lux E. Ay, there's a couple of you indeed! But how, 
how in the name of negligence cou'd you two contrive to 
make a bed as mine was laſt night; a wrinkle on one fide, 
and a rumple on t'other ; the pillows awry, and the quilt 
aſkew—l did nothing but tumble about, and fence with 
the ſheets all night long.— Oh l- my bones ake this morning 
as if I had lain all night on a pair of Dutch ſtairs.—Go, 
bring chocolate. And, d'ye hear? Be ſure to ſtay an hour 
or two at leaſt—well! theſe Engliſh animals are ſo un- 
poliſn'd! I wiſh the perſecution wou'd rage a little harder, 
that we wight have more of theſe French Refugees among 


us. 
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Enter the Maids with chocolate. 


Theſe wenches are gone to Smyrna for this chocolate. 
And what made you ſtay ſo long ? 

Caam. I thought we did not ſtay at all, madam. 

Luxx. Only an hour and an half by the ſloweſt clock in 
Chriſtendom —And ſuch ſalvers and diſhes too! The lard 
be merciful to me ! what have I committed, to be plagu'd 
with ſuch animals? Where are my new japan falvers ?— 
Broke, o* my conſcience ! All to pieces, I'll lay my life 
on't. 

CuAM. No, indeed, madam, but your huſband 

Lux E. How! huſband, impudence! I'll teach you 
manners, [Gives her a box on the ear.] Huſband! is that 
your Welſh breeding ? Han't the colonel a name of his 
own ? 

Cram. Well then, the colonel. He us'd 'em this morn- 
ing, and we han't got em ſince. 

Luxe. How, the colonel uſe my things! How dare the 
colonel uſe any thing of mine ?—But his campaign educa- 
tion muſt be pardon'd—And 1 warrant they were fiſted 
about among his dirty levee of diſbanded officers ?—PFaugh ! 
The very thoughts of them fellows with their eager looks, 
iron (words, ty'd up wigs, and tuck'd in cravats, make me 
lick as death come let me ſce—{Goes to take the choco- 
late, and ſtarts back.] Heave*ns protect me from ſuch a 
ſzht! Lord girl! when did you waſh your hands laſt? 
and have you been pa ing me all this nrrnirg with them 
Cty fiſts of yours? [Runs to the glaſs. -I muſt dreſs all 
over again==Go, take it away, I fall ſwoon elſe, Here, 


* 
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Mrs. Monſter, call up my taylor; and d'ye hear, you 
Mrs. Hobbyhorſe, ſee if my company be come to card; 
yet. 


Enter the Taylor. 


Oh, Mr. Remnant! I don't know what ails theſe ſtay; 
you have made me; but ſomething is the matter, I don't 
like *em, 

Rum. I am very ſorry for that, madam. But what fault 
does your ladyſhip find ? 

Luxs. I don't know where the fault lies; but in ſhort | 
don't like em; I can't tell how; the things ate well 
enough made, but I don't like 'em. 

Rem. Are they too wide, madam ? 

Luxx, No. 

Rem, Too ſtraight, perhaps. 

Lunz. Not at all! they fit me very well; butlard 
bleſs me; can't you tell where the fault lies? 

Rem, Why truly, madam, I can't tell 7—But your lady- 
ſhip, I think, is a little too flender for the faſhion, 

Lok E. How ! too ſlender for the faſhion, ſay you? 

Rem, Yes, madam ! there's no ſuch thing as a good 
ſhape worn among the quality: your fine waſtes are clear 
out, madam, 

Lux E. And why did not you plump up my ſtays to the 
faſhionable ſize ? 

Rem. I made em to fit you, madam. 

Luxe. Fit me! fit my monkez—what d'ye think I wear 
cloaths to pleaſe myſelf! fit me! Fit the faſhion, pray; no 
matter for me— I thought ſomething was the matter, | 
wanted quality air—Pray, Mr. Remnant, let me bave a 
bulk of quality, a ſpreading countour, I do remember 
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now, the ladies in the apartments, the birth night, were 
molt of em two yards about. — Indeed, fir, if you contrive 
my things any more with your ſcanty chambermaid's air, 
you ſhall work no more for me. 

REM. I ſhall take care to pleaſe your ladyſhip for the fu- 
ture, [Exit, 


Enter a Servant, 


Ser, Madam, my maſter deſire 

Luxe. Hold, hold, fellow; for gad's ſake hold: if thou 
touch my cloaths with that tobacco breath of thine, I ſhall 
peiſon the whole drawing-room. Stand at the door pray, 
and ſpeak. [ Ser. goes to the door and ſpeaks, 

Sex, My maſter, madam deſire 

Lux E. O hideous ! now the raſcal bellows ſo loud, that 
he tears my head to pieces. — Here, aukwardneſs, go take 
the booby*s meſſage, and bring it to me. 

[Maid goes to the door, whiſpers and returns. 

Cuam. My maſter deſires to know how your ladyſhip 
reſted laſt night, and if you are pleas'd to admit of a viſit 
this morning ? 

Lon E. Ay—why this is civil—"tis an inſupportable toil 
tho* for women of quality to model their huſbands to good 
breeding. 


Enter Standard, 

STAND. Good-morrow, deareſt angel. How have you 
reſted la{t night ? 

Luxe. Lard, lard, colonel! what a room have you made 
me here with your dirty feet ! Bleſs me, fir! will you ne- 
ver be reclaim'd from your ſlovenly campaign airs ? *Tis the 
moſt unmannerly thing ir nature to make a ſliding bow in a 
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lady's chamber with dirty ſhoes; it writes rudeneſs upon 
the boards. 

STawD. A very odd kind of reception this, truly.— I'm 
very ſorry, madam, that the offences of my feet ſhould 
create an averſion to my company: but for the future! 
ſhall honour your ladyſhip's apartment as the ſepulchre at 
Jeruſalem, and always come in bare-foot. 

Luzz, Sepulchre at Jeruſalem ! Your compliment, fir, 
is very far-fetch'd ; but your feet indeed have a very tra- 
velling air. 

STAND, Come, come, my dear, no ſerious diſputes up- 
on trifles, ſince you know I never contend with you in 
matters of conſequence. You are ſtill miſtreſs of your for- 
tune, and marriage has only made you more abſolute in your 
deſires. Come, clear your brow of that uneaſy chagrio, 
and let that pleaſing air take place that firſt enſnar'd my 
heart. I have invited ſome gentlemen to dinner, whoſe 


friendſhips deſerve a welcome look, Let their entertain» } 


ment ſhew how bleſs'd you have made me by a plentiful for- 
tune, and the love of ſo agreeable a creature, 

Luxz. Your friends, I ſuppoſe, are all men of quality, 

STAanD. Madam, they are officers and men of honour, 

Luxe. Officers, and men of honour ! that is, they will 
daub the ſtairs with their feet, ſtain all the rooms with 
their wine, talk bawdy to my women, rail at the parlia- 
ment, then at one another, fall to cutting of throats, and 
break all my china, 

STAND. Admitting that I kept ſuch company; *tis un- 
kind in you, madam, to talk ſo ſeverely of my friends— 
But wy brother, my dear, is juſt come from his voyage, 
and will be here to pay his reſpeQs to you, 


vir, 1 
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ST 


avite 
much 
that 


Taz CONSTANT COUPLE. 24 


Lok. Sir, I ſhall not be at leiſure to entertain a perſon 
of his Wapping education, I can aſſure you. 


Enter Parley, and whiſpers her. 


di, I have ſome buſineſs with my woman; you may en- 
tertain your ſea-monſter by yourſelf; you may command a 
iſh of pork and peaſe, with a bowl of punch, I ſuppoſe ; 
ind ſo, fir, much good may do you.,-Come Parley. 
[Exeunt Lure. and Pat. 
STAND. Hell and furies! 


Enter Fireball. 


Firs, With all my heart. Where's your wife, bro- 
ther —Ho' now man, what's the matter? —!s dinner rea- 
dy ? 

STAND. No,—T don't know—hang it, I'm ſorry that I 
avited you :—for you mult know that my wife is very 
much out of order; taken dangerous ill of a ſudden.—So 
that 

Fink. Pſhaw ! Nothing, nothing, but a marriage qualm; 
Ireeding children or breeding miſchief? Where is ſhe, 
nan? Prithee let me ſee her; I long to ſee this fine lady 
jou have got. 

STaxp. Upon my word ſhe's very il, and can't ſee any 
body. 

Fixx, So ill that ſhe can't ſee any body ! What, ſhe's 
tot in labour ſure! I tell you, I will ſee her. Where is 
he ? [Looking about. 
STAND, No, no, brother; ſhe's gone abroad to take the 
ur, 

Fixes, What the devil! dangerous ſick, and gone out! 
{> lick, that ſhe'll ſee no body within, yet gone abroad to 
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ſee all the world! — Ay, you have made your fortune with 
a vengeance!— Then, brother, you ſhall dine with me at 
Locket's; I hate theſe family-dinners, where a man's 
oblig'd to, O lard, madam, no apology, dear fir—'tis very 
good indeed, madam.— for yourſelf, dear madam. - Where 
between the rub'd floor under foot, the china in one corner, 
and the glaſſes in another, a man can't make two ſtrides 
without hazard of his life. Commend me to a boy anda 
bell : coming, coming, fir. Much noiſe, no attendance, 
and a dirty room, where I may eat like a horſe, drink like 
a fiſh, and ſwear like a devil, Hang your family-dinners; 
come along with me. 


As they are going out, enter Banter; who ſeeing them, 
ſeems to retire. 

STAnD. Who's that? come in fir. Your buſineſs, 
pray, fir? | 

BaNnT. Perhaps, fir, it may not be ſo proper to inform 
you, for you appear to be as great a ſtranger here as my- 
ſelf. 

Fix E. Come, come, away, brother; he has ſome buſi- 
neſs with your wife. 

BanT. His wife! gad ſo! A pretty fellow, a very pret- 
ty fellow, a likely fellow, and a handſome fellow; I find 
nothing like a monſter about him; I wou'd fain ſee his 
forehead tho” fir, your humble ſervant. 

STAND, Your's fir. But why d'ye ſtare ſo in my face? 

Bax r. I was told, fir, that the lady Lurewell's huſband 
had ſomething very remarkable over his eyes, by which he 
might be known. 5 

FIRE. Mark that, brother. [In his ear. 
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STAND. Your information, ſir, was right; I have a 
croſs cut over my left eye that's very remarkable. But 
my, fir, by what marks are you to be known? 

BanT. Sir, I am dignify'd and diſtinguiſh'd by the name 
ind title of Beau Banter; I am younger brother to Sir 
Harry Wildair; and I hope to inherit his eſtate with his 
humour, for his wife I'm told, is dead and has left no 
child, | 

Sr AND. Oh, fir! I'm your very humble ſervant; you're 
not unlike your brother in the face : but methinks, fir, 
you don't become his humour altogether ſo well; for what's 
nature in him, looks like affectation in you. 

BAN r. Oh, lard, fir! "tis rather nature in me what is 
xquir'd by him; he's beholden to his education for his 
ur: now where d'ye think my humour was eſtabliſh'd ? 

STAND, Where ? 

BAN T. At Oxford. 


STAND, 
8 1 At Oxford ! 


Bax r. Ay, there have I been ſucking my dear Alma 
Mater theſe ſeven years: yet in defiance to legs of mut- 
ton, ſmall beer, crabbed books, and ſour fac*d-doQors, I 
can dance a minuet, court a miſtreſs, play at piquet, or 
make a paroli with any Wildair in Chriſtendom. In ſhort, 
fir, in ſpight of the univerſity I am a pretty gentleman, ——. 
Colonel, where's your wife? 

Fizz, [Mimicking him.] In ſpight of the univerſity, 
I'm a pretty gentleman,——Then colonel, where is your 
wife —Hark'e young Plato, whether wou'd you have your 
noſe ſlit, or your ears cut? 

BanT, Firſt tell me, fir, which would you chuſe, to be 
ran through the body, or ſhot through the head ? 
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Fizz, Follow me, and I'll tell ye. 

BanrT. Sir, my ſervants ſhall attend ye, if you have ng 
equipage of your own, 

FIRE. Blood, fir! 

STAND. Hold, brother, hold: he's a boy. 

BAT. Look ye, fir, I keep half a dozen footmen that 
have no buſineſs upon earth but to anſwer impertinent 
queſtions + now, fir, if your fighting ſtomach can digeſt 
theſe fix brawny fellows for a breakfaſt, their maſter, per- 
haps, may do you the favour to run you through the body 
for a dinner. 

Pies. Sitrah, will you fight me? I receiv'd juſt now fir 
months pay, and by this light, I'll give you the half on't 
for one fair blow at your ſcull. 

BanT. Down with your money, fir. 

STAND, No, no, brother; if you are ſo free of your pay, 
get into the next room : there you'll find ſome company at 
cards, I ſappoſe, that you may find opportunity for your 
revenge; my houſe protects him now. 

Fixx. Well, fir, the time will come. [Exit, 

Batt. Well ſaid; brazen head. 

$7 and. I hope, ſir, you'll excuſe the freedom of this 
gentleman; his education has been among the boiſterous 
elements, the wind and the waves, 

BAN. Sir, I value neither him, nor his wind and waves 
neither ; I'm privileg's to be very impertinent, being an 
Otonian, and oblig'd to fight no man, being a Beau. 

Sr AD. Sir, I admire the freedom of your condition 
But pray, fir, have you ſeen your brother fince he came 
laſt over? | 

BanT. I han't ſeen my brother theſe ſeven years, and 
ſcarcely heard from him but by report of others, About 
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4 month ago he was pleas'd to honour me with a letter 
from Paris, importing his deſign of being in London, very 
ſoon with a deſire of meeting me here. Upon this, 1 
chang'd my cap and gown for a long wig and ſword, and 
came up to London to attend him, weat to his houſe, but 
that was all in ſables for the death of his wife ; there 1 
was told that he deſign'd to change his habitation, becauſe 
he would avoid all remembrances that might diſturb his 
quiet, You are the firſt perſon that has told me of his ar- 
rival, and I expect that you may likewiſe inform me where 
to wait on him. 

STAND. And I ſuppoſe, fir, this was the buſineſs that 
eccaſion'd me the honour of this viſit, 

BanT. Partly this, and partly an affair of greater con- 
ſequence, You muſt know, fir, that tho“ I have read ten 
thouſand lies in the univerſity, yet I have learn'd to ſpeak 
the truth myſelf; and to deal plainly with you, the honour 
of this viſit, as you were pleas'd to term it, was deſign'd to 
the lady Lurewell. 

STanD. My wife, fir! 

BanT, My lady Lurewell, I ſay, fir. 

STAND. But I ſay, my wife, fir——What ! 

Bax r. Why look ye, fir; you may have the hogour of 
being call'd the lady Lurewell's huſband; but you will 
never find in any author, either antient or modern, that 
be's call'd Mr. Standard's wife. Tis true, you're a hand- 
me young fellow: ſhe lik'd you, ſhe marry'd you, and 
to the prieſt made you all one fleſh, yet there's no ſmall 
liſtinQtion in your blood, You are ſtill a diſbanded colonel, 
ud the is ſtill a woman of quality, I take it, 

STAND, And you are the moſt impudent young fellow [ 


ner met with in all my life, 1 take it. 
Vol. I. 


.. —— — 
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BAN T. Sir, I'm a maſter of arts, and I plead the priei⸗ 
lege of my ſtanding. 


u 

Enter a ſervant and whiſpers Banter. 
SER. Sir, the gentleman in the coach below, ſays he'll "; 
be gone unleſs you come preſently, ” 
BAN T. I had forgot Colonel your humble ſervant, be 


Exit. 

STAND. Sir, you muſt excuſe me for not waiting on 
you down ſtairs-———An impudent young dog, 

[ Exit another way, 


SCE N E changes to another apartment in the ſame 
houſe, 


Enter Lurewell, ladies, Monſ. Marquis and Fireball, a: 
lofing gameſters, one after another, tearing their card: 
and flinging 'em about the room, 


Lure. Ruin'd! and undone ! deſtroy'd ! 

1 LA. Oh fortune! fortune! fortune 

2 LA. What will my huſband fay ? 

Mons, Oh Malheur! Malheur! Malheur! 

Fix E. Blood and fire, I have loſt ſix months pay. 
Mons. A hundred and ten piſtoles, ſink me. 

Firs. Sink you ! ſink me, that have loſt two hundred 


and ten piſtoles. Sink you indeed! 
Lux. But why wou'd you hazard the bank upon one 
card ? F 
Mons. Becauſe me had loſe by de card tree times before. 
Look, dere madam, de very next card had no out, On u 


Morbleu! qui ſa? King 
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Lux E. I rely*daltogether on your ſetting the cards: you 
us'd to Tailee with ſucceſs. 

Mons, Morbleu, madam, me nevre loſe before: but dat 
monſieur Sir Arry, dat chevalier Wildair is de devil—vere 
is de chevalier ? 

Lux E. Counting our money within yonder,-Go, go, 
be gone; and bethink yourſelf of ſome revenge. Here he 
comes. 


Enter Wildair. 


WI Ip. Fifteen hundred and ſeventy Louis d'Ors— Tal 
dal de ral. [ Sings. ] Look ye, gentlemen, any body may 
dance to this tune; — Tal dal de ral. I dance to the tune 
of fifteen hundred pound, the moſt elevated piece of muſick 
that ever I heard in wy life; they are the prettieſt caſta- 
nets in the world, [Chinks the money.] Here waiters, 
there's cards and candles for you, [Gives the ſervants 
money.] Mrs. Parley—here's hoods and ſcarfs for you: 
[Cives her money.] and here's fine coaches, ſpendid equi- 
page, lovely women, and victorious Burgundy for me.— 
Oh ye charming angels ! the loſers ſorrow and the gainers 
joy: get ye into my pocket—now gentlemen and ladies, I 
am your humble ſervant—You'll excuſe me, I hope, the 
ſmall devotion here that I pay to my good fortune—Ho? 
now ! mute — why, ladies, I know that loſers have leave 
to ſpeak; but I don't find that they're privileg'd to be 
dumb, Monſieur ! ladies! captain! 

[ Claps the captain on the ſhoulder, 

Fix. Death and hell! why d'ye ſtrike me, fir ? 

Drawing. 

WII. To comfort you, ſir.— Vour ear, capt.— The 

Ring of Spain is dead! 1 
2. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Fixx. The King of Spain dead! 


Wird. Dead as julius Cæſar; I had a b on n't juſt , 
now. "t 
Fink. Tal dal de ral. [Sings.) look ye, fir, pray ſlrike " 
me again if you pleaſe.— See here, fir, you have left me th 
but ore ſolitary guinea in the world. W 


[Puts it in his mouth» | 
Down it goes i'faith. Allons for the Thatch'd house 
and the Mediterranean ——Tal dal de ral. [Exit, 

Wirp. Ha, ha, ha.—Bravely reſolv'd, captain, [ 

I. va E. Ble's me, Sir Harry ! I was afraid of a quane|, 
I'm ſo much concern'd ! 

Wirp. At the loſs of your money, madam, But why, 
why ſhould the fair be afflited? your eyes, your eyes, 
ladies, much brighter than the ſun, have equal power 
with him, and can transform to gold whate'er they pleaſe, 
The lawyer's tongue, the ſoldier's ſword, the courtier“ 
flattery, and the merchaat's trade, are ſlaves that dig the 
golden mines for you. Your eyes unite the miſer's knotted 
purſe, [To one lady. ] Melt into coin the magiſtrate's maſſy 
chain, —Youth mints for your hereditary lands. [To ano- 
ther. — And gameſters only win when they can loſe to 
you. [To Lure well. This luck is the moſt rhetorical thing 
in nature. 

Lune. I have a great mind to forſwear cards as long 2: 
I live. 

1 La. And l. (Exit, 

2 La. And IJ. [Crying, and Exit. 

W1LD. What forſwear cards! why, madam, you'll ruin 
our trade —1']l maintain, that the money at court circu- 
lates more by the baſſet-bank, than the wealth of the 
merchants by the bank of the city, Cards! the great mi- 
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niſters of fortune's power, that blindly ſhuffle out her 
thoughtleſs favours and make a knave more pow'rful than a 
King, —What adoration: do theſe pow'rs receive [Lifting 
up a card] from thc bright hands and fingers of the fair al- 
ways lift up to pay devotion here! And the pleaſing fears, 
the anxious hopes and dubious joy that entertain our mind: 
the capot at piquet, the paroli at bafſet;—and then ombre ! 
Who can reſiſt the charms of matadors ? 

Lux. Ay Sir Harry; and then the Sept le Va, Quinze 
le Va, & Trante le Va! 

W1LD. Right, right, madam. 

Luxe, Then the nine of diamonds at comet, three fives 
it cribbage, and pam in lanteraloo, Sir Harry! 

WiL.D, Ay, madam, theſe are charms indeed—Then 
the pleaſure of picking our huſband's pocket over night, to 
play at baſſet next day ! then the advantage a fine gentle- 
man may make of a lady's neceflity, by gaining a favour 
for fifty piſtoles, which a hundred years courtſhip cou'd ne- 
rer have produced. 

Loxy. Nay, nay, Sir Harry, that's foul play. 

WiLlp, Nay, nay, madam, 'tis nothing but the game, 
ad | have play'd it fo in France a hundred times. 

Luxx. Come, come, fir, no more on't, I'll tell you in 
three words, that rather than forgo my cards, I'll forſwear 
my viſits, faſhions, my monkey, friends and relations, 

WrLD. There ſpoke the ſpirit of true-born Engliſh qua- 
lity, with a true French education. 

Lore. Look ye, Sir Harry, I am well born and I was 
well bred ; 1 brought my huſband a large fortune; he ſhall 
mortgage, or I will elope. 

Wilp. No, no, madam ! there's no occaſion for that, 
dee here, madarn ! 


* 
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Lor, What, the ſinging birds; Sir Harry, let me ſee, 

WI. Dp. Pugh, madam, thele are but a few But | 
cou'd wiſh, de tout mon ceur, for quelque Commodite, 
where I might be handſomely plunder'd of 'em. 

Lure. Ah! Chevalier! tous jour obligeant, engageant, 
& tout ſa— 

Wirp. Allons, Allons, madam, tout A votre ſervice, 

[Pulls her, 

Luxe. No, no, Sir Harry, not at this time o' day; you 
ſhall hear from me in the evening. 

Wirp. Then, madam, I'll leave you ſomething to en- 
tertain you the while, *Tis a French pocket-book, with 
ſome remarks of my own upon the new way of making 
love. Pleaſe to peruſe it, and give me your opinion in the 
evening. [ Exit, 

Lunt. [Opening the book.] A French pocket-bock, 
with remarks upon the new way of making love! Then, 
Sir Harry is turning author, I find, What's here ?— 
Hi, hi, hi, a bank bill for a hundred pound The new 
way of making love! Pardie cet fort Gallant—One 
of the prettieſt remarks that ever I ſaw in my life! Well 
now, that Wildair's a charming fellow ;-—Hi, hi, hi, —lle 
has ſuch an air and ſuch a turn in what he does! I warrant 
now there's a hundred home-bred blockheads wou'd come, 
Madam, I'll give you a hundred guineas if you! 
let me—Faugh! hang their nauſeous immodeſt proceed: 
ings, Here's a hundred pound now, and he never name: 
the thing; 1 love an impudent action with an air of mo- 
deſty with all my heart, [Exit 


di 
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AC. 4 


SCENE, continues. 


Lurewell and Monſieur Marquis, 


Lon. ELL, Monſieur, and have you thought 
how to retaliate your ill fortune? 

Mons. Madam, I have tought dat fortune be one blind 
bitch. Why ſhou'd fortune be kinder to de Anglis Che- 
ralier dan to de France Marquis? Ave I not de bon grace? 
Ave not I de perſonage ? Ave I not de underſtanding ? can 
de Anglis Chevalier dance bettre dan 1? Can de Anglis 
Chevalier fence bettre dan I? Can de Anglis Chevalier play 
at baſſet bettre dan I ? Den why ſhould fortune be kinder 
to de Anglis Chevalier dan de France Marquis? 

Lure, Why ? becauſe fortune is blind. 

Mons, Blind ! yes begar, and dum and deaf too. 
Vell den, fortune give de Anglis man de riches, but na- 
ture give de France man de Politique to correct de unequal 
diſtribution. 

Luxe. But how can you correct it, Monſieur ? 

Mons, Ecoute, madam. Sir Arry Wildair his Vife be 
dead. 

Lure, And what advantage can you make of that? 

Mons, Begar, madam.—Hi, hi, hi.—De Anglis-man's 
dead Vife ſall cuckold her Uſband ! 


Luzz, How, how, fir, a dead woman cuckold her huſ- 
band ! 


— — — Be. 


* C5” 2 -—2- 
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Mows, Mark! Madam: we France men make de di- 
ſtinction between de deſign and de term of de treaty —She 
canno touch his head, but ſhe can cuckold his pocket of 
ten touſand livres, 

Los E. Pray explain yourſelf, fir, 

Moms. I have Sir Arry Wildair his vife in my pocket. 

Lunz. How! Sir Harry's wife in your pocket! 

Mons. Hold, madam, dere is an autre diſtinction be- 
tween de deſign and de term of de treaty. 

Lug. Pray, fir, no more of your diſtinctions, but 
ſpeak plain, | 

Mons, When de France-man's politique is in his head, 
dere is noting but diſtintion upon his tongue — See 
here, madam! I ave de picture of Sir Arry's vife in my 
pocket, 

LURE. Is't pofſible ? 

Mons. Voyez, | 

I. un E. The very ſame, and finely drawn, Pray, Mon- 
ſieur, how did you purchaſe it? 

Mons, As me did purchaſe de picture, ſo me did gain 
de ſubſtarice, de dear, dear ſubſtance, by de mon mien, de 
France air, chantant, charmant, de Politique A la Tate, 
and dancant à la Pie. 

Lure, Lard bleſs me! how eaunningly ſorne women 
can play the rogue! Ah! have I Found it out! Now, 481 
hope for mercy, I am glad on't. I hate to have any wo- 
man more virtuous than myſelf, -Here was ſuch a work 
with my lady Wildair's piety! my lady Wildair's conduct 
and my lady Wildair's fidelity, forſooth ! now, dear Mon- 
ßeur, you have infallibly told me the beſt news that! 
ever heard in my life, Well, and ſhe was but one of us! 


heh ! 


Tux CONSTANT COUPLE, 2853 


Mons. Oh, madam! me no tell tale, me no ſcandalize 
de dead; de picture be dumb, de picture ſay noting. 

Lux E. Come, come, fir, no more diſtinct ions; I'm 
ſure it was ſo, I would have given the world for ſuch a 
ſtory of her while ſhe was living. She was chatitable, 
forſooth ! and ſhe was devout, forſooth ! and every body 
was twitted i'th' teeth with my lady Wildair's reputation: 
and why don't you mark her behaviour, and her diſcretion ? 
She goes to church twice a day.—Ah ! I hate theſe con- 
gregation- women. There's ſuch a fuſs and ſuch a clutter 
about their devotion, that it makes more noiſe than all the 
bells in the pariſh —Well, but what advantage can you 
make now of the picture? 

Mons, De advantage of ten touſand livres, parde.— 
Attendez vous, madam. Dis lady ſhe die at Montpelier in 
France; I ave de broder in dat city dat write me one ac- 
count dat ſhe die in dat city, and dat ſhe ſend me dis picture 
252 legacy, wid a touſand baſe mains to de dear Marquis, 
de charmant Marquis, mon ceur le Marquis. 

Luo E. Ay, here was devotion! here was diſcretion |! 
here was fidelity! Mon ceur le Marquis! Ha, ha, ha. 
Well, but how will this procure the money ? 

Mons. Now, madam, for de France politique, 

Lon E. Ay, what is the French politick ? 

Mons. Never to tell a ſecret to a woman——madam, 


je ſeu vdtre ſerviteur. [Runs off, 
Luxe; Hold, hold, fir, we ſhan't part ſo; I will have 
It, | [Follows. 


Enter Standard and Fireball. 


Fizz, Ha! look! look! look you there, brother! ſee 
bew they coquet it ! oh ! there's a look ! there's a ſimper ! 
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there's a ſqueeze for you! Ay, now the Marquis is at it. 
Mon ceur, may foy, pardie, allons; don't you lee '-w the 
French rogue has the head, and the feet, ana th. dds, 
and the tongue, all going together ? 

STAND. [Walking in diſorder.] Where's my 
where's my philoſophy ? where's my religion now ? 

FIE. I'll tell you where they are, in your torehc.. | 
blood! I ſay, revenge. 

STAND. But how, dear brother? 

Fire. Why ſtab him, ſtab him now. —ltalian, 4 
niard, I ſay. 

STAanD. Stab him! why cuckoldom's a Hydra that bears 


a thouſand heads; and though I ſhould cut this onc off, | 


the monſter ſtil] wou'd ſprout. Muſt I murder all the fops 


in the nation? and to ſave my head from horns, expe ny 


neck to the halter ? 


Fix z. *Sdeath, fir, can't you kick and cuff?—Kick one, | 


STanD. Cane another, 

FIRE. Cut off the ears of a third, 

STAND. Slit the noſe of a fourth, 

Fire. Tear crevats. 

STAND, Burn perukes. 

FIRE. Shoot their coach-horſes. 

STAND. A noble plot, But now it's laid, how ſhall we 
put it in execution? for not one of theſe fellows ſtirs about 
without his guard du corps. Then they're ſto! 5 heroes; 
for I can aſſure you that a beau with fix fooimen, ſhall 
fight you any gentleman in Chriſtendom, 


Enter Servant. 


SER, Sir, here's Mr. Clincher below, who begs the 
bonour to kiſs your band, 
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STAND. Ay, why here's another beau. 

Fix E. Let him come, let him come; I'll ſhew you how 
to manage a beau preſently. 

STAND, Hold, hold, fir; this is a ſimple inoffenſive 
fellow, that will rather make us diverſion, 

FIRE. Diverſion! Ay. Why, I'll knock him down for 
diverſion. 

STAND, No, no; prithee be quiet; I gave him a ſur- 
ſeit of intriguing ſome months ago before 1 was marry'd— 
here, bid him come up. He's worth your acquaintance, 
brother, 

FIRE. My acquaintance ! what is he? 

STAND. A fellow of a ſtrange weathercock head, very 
hard, but as light as the wind; conſtantly full of the 
times, and never fails to pick up ſome humour or other 
out of the publick revolutions, that proves diverting 
enough. Some time ago he had got the travelling maggot 
in his head, and was going to the Jubilee upon all occaſions ; 
but lately, ſince the new revolution in Europe, another 


fpirit has poſſeſs'd him, and he runs ſtark mad after news 
and politicks. 


Enter Clincher, 


Clin. News, news, col. great—Eh ! what's this fel - 
low ? methinks he has a kind of ſuſpicious air.— Your ear, 
col.— The Pope's dead, 

STAND. Where did you hear it ? 

CLin, I read it in the publick news. [ Whiſpering, 

STAND, Ha, ha, ha, ——And why d'ye whiſper it for a 
ſecret ? 


CLin. Odſo! faith that's true but that fellow there; 
what is he? 


Ls 
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STAND, My brother Fireball, juſt come home from the 
Baltick. 

C11n, Odſo! noble captain, I'm your moſt humble and 
obedient ſervant, from the poop to the forecaſti - , 2 


kiſs o't'other fide, pray.— Now, dear captain, te“ the 
news,-Odſo! I'm fo pleas'd J have met you de 
news, dear captain,,-You ſail'd a brave ſquadron of 5101 of 


war to the Baltick.— Well, and what then? eh! 

Free, Why then—we came back again, 

CLin. Did you, faith? Fooliih ! fooliſt, | 071 
foolith! a right ſea-captain but what did jou do? 
how did you fight ? what ſtorms did you meet ? and what 
whales did you lee ? 

FIRE. We had a violent ſtorm off the coaſt of Jutland, 

CLiw. Jutland! Ay, that's a part of Portugal el, 
and ſo——you enter'd the Sound ;-———and you maul'd 
Copenhagen, *faith.—-And then that pretty, dear, ſweet 
pretty king of Sweden ! what fort of man is he, pray? 

Firs. Why, tall aud lender, 

CL.ivn. Tall and flender ! much about my pitch? heh! 

Firs. Not fo groſs, not altogether ſo low. 

Clin. No! I'm ſorry for't ; very ſorry indeed. 
[Here Parley enters and ſtands at the door; Clincher 
beckens her with his hands behind, going backwards and 
ſpeaking to her and the gentlemen by turns. ] Well, and 
what more? and ſo you bombarded Copenhagen——(Mrs, 
Parley)—whiz, flap went the bombs, (Mrs. Parley)—and 
ſo—well, not altogether ſo groſs, you ſay—(here's a letter, 
you jade.) Very tall, you ſay? is the king very tall ?!- 
(here's a guinea, you jade.) She takes the letter, and the 
col. obſerves him.] Hem! hem! col. I'm mightily trou- 
bled with the ptyſick of late.——Hem ! hem! a ſtrange 


aſ 
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foppage of my breaſt here, Hem ! But now it is off again. 
—Well, but captain, you tell us no news at all, 

Fixx. [ tell you one piece that all the world knows, 
and (till you are a ſtranger to it. 

CLin. Bleſs me! what can this be? 

FIRE. That you are a fool. 

Crx. Eh! witty, witty ſea-captain. Odſo! and T won- 
der, captain, that your underſtanding did not ſplit your 
ſhip to pieces, 

Firs, Why ſo, fir? 

Civ. Becauſe, fir, it is ſo very ſhallow, very ſhallow. 
There's wit for you, ſi 


Enter Parley, who gives the Col. a Letter. 


Odfo! a letter! then there's news.—-What, is it the 
foreign poſt ? what news, dear col. what news ? hark ye, 
Mrs, Parley. 

[He talks with Parley while the Col, reads the letter. 

STAND, The ſon of a whore! is it he? 

[Looks at Clincher, 


[Reads] Dear madam, 

« | WAS afraid to break open the ſeal of your letter, 
« leſt I ſhou'd violate the work of your fair hands“. - [Oh! 
fulſome fop.] “I therefore with the warmth of my kiſſes 
* thaw'd it aſunder,” [Ay, here's ſuch a turn of ſtyle, 
1s takes a fine lady!] “ I have no news, but that the 
« Pope's dead, and I have ſome pacquets upon that affair 
to ſend my correſpondent in Wales; but I ſhall wave all 
e buſineſs, and haſten to wait on you at the hour appoint- 
ed, with the wings of a flying-poſt. 

% Yours, 
Toby Clincher."' 
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Very well, Mr. Toby —Hark'e, brother, this fellows 4 
rogue. | 

FIRE. A damn'd rogue, 

STAND. See here! a letter to my wife 

Fire. *Sdeath ! let me tear him to pieces. 

STanD. No, no, we'll manage him to more advantage, 
Take him with you to Locket's, and invent tome way or 
other to fuddle him.— Here, Mr, Clincher, I have pre. 
vail'd on my brother here to give you a particular account 
of the whole voyage to the Sound by his own Journal, if 
you pleaſe to honour him with your company at Locket's, 

CLI. His own journal ! Odſo, let me ſee it. 

STAND. Shew it him. 

Fix. Here, fir. 

CLin. Now for news—[Reads.] „“ Thurſday, Auguſt 
6 the 17th, from the 6th at noon to this day noon, winds 
e variable, courſes per traverſe, true courſe protracted, 
& with all impediments allow'd, is North 45 degrees, 
% Weſt 60 miles, difference of latitude 42 miles, depar- 
% ture Welt 40 miles, latitude per judgment 54 degrees 13 
« minutes, meridian diſtance current from the bearing of 
« the land, and the latitude is 88 miles.”--Odfo ! great news 
% faith—Let me ſee, © At noon broke our main-top-fail 
« yard, being rotten in the ſlings; two whales Southward,” 
—Odfo! a whale! great news, faith, Come, come, 
along, captain, But, d'ye hear? With this proviſo, gen- 
men, that I won't drink; for, hark'e, captain, between 
you and I, there's a fine lady in the wind, and I ſhall have 
the longitude and latitude of a fine lady, and the 

Firs, A fine lady! ah the rogue { Aſide. 
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Clin. Yes, a fine lady, colonel, a very fine lady.— 

Come, no ceremony, good captain. N 
[Exeunt Fireball and Clincher. 

STAND, Well, Mrs. Parley, how go the reſt of our 
affairs ? 

PAR. Why, worſe and worſe, fir ? here's more miſchief 
till, more branches a ſprouting, 

STAND. Of whole planting, pray ? 

Par, Why that impudent young rogue, Sir Harry Wil- 
dair's brother, has commenced his ſuit, and fee'd counſe! 
already, —Look here, fir, two pieces, for which, by arti- 
cle Jam to receive four. 

STAND. Tis a hard caſe now, that a man muſt give 
four guineas for the good news of his diſhonour. Some men 
throw away their money in debauching other men's wives, 
and | lay out mine to keep my own honeſt: but this is 
making a man's Fortune Well, child, there's your pay; 
and I expe& when I come back, a true account how the 
buſineſs goes on. 

PAR. But ſuppoſe the bus'neſs be done before you come 
back ? 

STAND, No, no, ſhe han't ſeen him yet; and her pride 
will preſerve her againſt the firſt aſſault. Beſides, I ſhan & 


ſay. [Exeunt col, and Par, 


SCENE changes to another room in the ſame houſe. 


Enter Wildair and Lurewell. 
Lon. Well now, Sir Harry, this book you gave me ! 
As I hope to breath I think *tis the beſt penn'd piece I have 


ſeen a great while, I don't know any of our authors have 
writ in ſo florid and genteel 2 ſtyle. 
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Wi ro. Upon the ſubject, madam, I dare affirm there i: 


nothing extant more moving.— Look, ye, madam, I am an 
author rich in expreſſions; the needy poets of the age may 
fll their works with rapſodies of flames and darts, and bar- 
ren ſighs and tears, their ſpeaking looks and amorous vows, 
that might in Chaucer's time, perbaps have paſs'd for love; 
but now, tis only ſuch as I can touch that noble paſſion, 
and by the true, perſwaſive eloquence, turn'd in the mor- 
ing i yle of Louis-d'Ors, can raile the raviſh'd female to 2 
rapture——=ln ſhort, madam, I'll match Cowley in ſoftneſs, 
o'er-top Milton in ſublime, banter Cicero in eloquence, 
and Dr. Swan in quibbling, by the help of that moſt in- 
genious ſaciety, call'd, the bank of England, 

Lune. Ay, Sir Harry, | begin to hate that old thing 
call'd love; they lay *tis clear out in France. 

WI Lp. Clear out, clear out, no body wears it: and 
here too, honeſty went out with the ſlaſh'd doublets, and 
love with the cloſe body d gowns, Love! *tis ſo obſolete, 
ſo mean, and out of fathion, that I can compare it to no- 
thing but the miſerable picture of Patient Grizzel at the 
head of an old ballad-——Faugh ! 

Lurz. Ha, ha, ha—the beſt emblem in the world 
come, Sir Harry, faith we'll run it dow Love 
Ay, methinks I lee the mournful Melpomene with her 
handkerchief at her eye, her heart full of fire, her eyes 
full of water, her head full of madneſs, and her mouth full 
of nonſenſe, O[ D == Oh ! hang it. 

WilpD. Ay, madam. Then the doleful ditties, piteou: 
plaints, the daggers, the poiſons! 

Lux. Oh the Vapours! 

Wird. Then a man muſt kneel, and a man muſt iwear. 
there is 2 repoſe, I ſee, in the next toom. [Aſide. 


co 
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LuzE, Unnatural ſtuff, 

WiLd. Oh, madam, the moſt unnatural thing in the 
world; as fulſome as a ſack-poſſet. [Pulling her towards 
the door. ] Ungenteel as a wedding-ring, and as impudent 
25 the naked ſtatue-was in the park. [Pulls her again, 

Luxe. Ay, Sir Harry; | hate love that's impudeat * 
theſe poets dreſs it up ſo in their tragedies, that no modeſt 
woman can bear it. Your way is much the more tolera. 
ble, I muſt confeſs. 

W1LD. Ay, ay, madam; I hate your rude whining 
and ſighing; it puts a lady out of countenance. 

[Pulling her, 

Lovzsz. Truly ſo it doe —hang their impudence, But 
where are we going ? 

W11D. Only to rail at love, madam, [Pulls her in, 


Enter Banter. 


Bax r. Hey! who's here? [Lurewell comes back. 
Luxe. Pſhaw, prevented by a ſtranger too. Had it been 
wy huſband now——pſhaw Very familiar, fir, 
[Banter takes up Wildair's hat, that was dropt in 
the room. 
BaxT. Madam, you have dropt your hat. 
Luzz. Diſcoyer'd too by a ſtranger !—What ſhall I do? 
WiLp. [From within, I— Madam, you have got the 
moſt confounded pens bere ! can't. you get the colonel to 
vrite the ſuperſcriptions of your letters for you? 
Luxe. Bleſs me, Sir Harry ! don't: you know. that the 
colonel can't write French ?. your time is ſo precious! 
Wirp. Shall I direct by way of Roan or Paris. 
Log z. Which you will. 
Vor. I, 
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BAN r. Madam, I very much applaud your choice of x 


ſecretary; he underſtands the intrigues of moſt courts in | 


Europe they ſay. 
Enter Wildair with a letter, 


WII. Here, madam, 1 preſume, *tis right Tha 


gentleman a relation of yours, madam ?——dem him, 


BAN r. Brother, your humble ſervant. 
W11D. Brother ! by what relation, fir ? 


BanrT. Begotten by the ſame father, born of the ſame 


mother, brother kindred and brother beau. 


W1Lp. Hey-day | how the fellow ſtrings his genealogy ? | 


— Look ye, fir, you may be brother to Tom-Thumb for 


aught I know; but if you are my brother, I cou'd have | 


wiſh'd you in your mother's wornb for an hour or two 


longer. 
BanT. Sir, I receiv'd your letter at Oxford, with your 


commands to meet you in London; and if you can remem- } 


ber your own hand, there 'tis. [Gives a letter. 
WI Ip. [Looking over the letter.] Oh! pray, fir, let 
me conſider you a little.—-By Jupiter a pretty boy, a very 
pretty boy z a handſome face, good ſhape, [ Walks about 
and views him.] well dreſs'd.—The rogue has got a leg 
too. Come kiſs me, child.— Ay, he kiſſes like one of the 
family, the right velvet lip.—Can'ſt thou dance, child? 
BAN r. Ouy, Monſieur, 
Luxz. Hey-day ! French too! why ſure, fir, you 
cou'd never be bred at Oxford ! 
Bar. No, madam, my cloaths were made in London, 
Brother, I have ſome affairs of conſequence to commu- 
picate, which require alittle privacy. 


[Afide, | 


Fig 
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Lunz. Oh, fir! I beg your pardon, 1'll leave you. 
Sir Harry, you'll ſtay ſupper ? [Exit, 

Wir. Aſſurement, madam. 

BAx r. Yes, madam, we'll both ſtay. 

W1LD. Both |———Sir, I'll fend you back to your 
mutton- commons again. How now ? 

BanT, No, no; I ſhall find better mutton-commons 
by mefling with you, brother. — Come, Sir Harry: if you 
ſtay, I ſtay; if you go, allons. 

WILD. Why, the devil's in this young fellow. - Why, 
firrah, haſt thou any thoughts of being my heir ? Why, 
jou dog, you ought to pimp for me; you ſhou'd keep a 
pack of wenches o' purpoſe to hunt down matrimony, 
Don't you know, fir, that lawful wedlock in me is certain 
yoverty to you? Look ye, ſirrah, come along; and for my 
liappointment juſt now, if you don't get me a new miſ- 
reſs to-night, I'll marry to-morrow, and won't leave you a 
goat —Go, pimp, like a dutiful brother. 

[Puſhes him out, and Exit. 


3 


SCENE, A Tavern. 


Enter Fireball, hauling in Clincher, 


Fins, Orme, fir; not drink the king's health! 

Clix. Pray now, good captain, excuſe me, 
Look here, fir; [Pulling out his watch] the critical mi- 
wte, the critical minute, faith. 
Si 
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» Fins. What d'ye mean, fir ? 

CLin, The Jady's critical minute, ſir.—Sir, your hum- 
ble ſervant. [Going. | 

Fix E. Well! the death of this Spaniſh King will- 

CLiw. [Retyrning] Eh! What's that of the Spaniſh 
king ? Tell me, dear captain, tell me, 

Firs. Sir, if you pleaſe to fit down, I'll tell you that, 
old Don Carlos is dead, | 

Cr1in. Dead;—nay, then [Sits down. ]— Here, pen and | 
ink, boy; pen and ink preſently ; I muſt write to my cor- 
reſpondent in Wales ſtrait dead = . 

[Riſes, and walks about in diſorder, | 

Fins. What's the matter, fir ? 

CLin, Politicks, politicks, ſtark mad with politicks, 

Fire, *Sdeath, fir, what have ſuch fools as you to G | 
with politicks ? | 

CL1in, What, fir? the ſucceſſion.ä—Not mind the ſuc- 
ceſſion | 

Fizz. Nay, that's minded already; 'tis ſettled upon a , 
prince of France, 

Crin, What ſettled already !'—The beſt news that ever 
came into England come, captain, faith, and troth, cap- 
tain, here's a health to the ſucceſſion, 

Fire. Burn the ſucceſſion, fir. I won't drink it. 
what, drink confuſion to our trade, religion and liber- 
ties! 

Crix. Ay, by all means. — As for trade, d'ye ſee ? I'm 
a gentleman, and hate it mortally. Theſe tradeſmen are 
the moſt impudent fellows we have, and ſpoil all our good 
manners. What have we to do with trade? 

Fine. A trim politician truly! — And what do you think 
of our religion, pray ? 


* 
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CLiiv, Hi, hi, hi—Religion !--and what has a gentle- 
man to do with religion, pray ?—and to hear a ſea-captain 
talk of religion ! that's pleaſant, faith, 

FIRE. And have you no regard to our liberties, fir ? 

CLin. Pſhaw! liberties! that's a jeſt, We beaux ſhall 
have liberty to whore and drink in any government, and 
that's all we care for, 


Enter Standard, 


Dear colonel, the rareſt news! 
 STaxp, Damn your news, fir, why are you not drunk 
by this ? 

CLin,. A very civil queſtion, truly? 

STAND, Here, boy, bring in the brandy—fill. 

CLivn, This is a piece of politicks that 1 don't fo well 
comprehend. 

STAND. Here, ſir; now drink it off, or [Draws.] ex- 
pet your throat cut. 

CLin. Ay, ay, this comes o' the ſucceſſion; fire and 
ſword already. 

STAND. Come, ſir, off with it, 

CL1N. Pray, col, what have 1 done to be burnt alive? 

STAND. Drink, fir, I ſay—brotber, manage him, I 
muit be gone. [Aſide to Fireball, and Exit. 

Pier. Ay, drink, fir. 

Crix. Eh! what the devil attack'd both by fea and 
land !—look ye, gentlemen, if I muſt be poiſon'd, pray 
let me chuſe my own doſc—were [| a Lord now, I ſhou'd 
tave the privilege of the block, and as 1 am a gentleman, 
pray ſtifle me with clarct at leaſt! don't let me die like a 
bivd, with bra:;dy, 


mn nt CCR 


— — — 8 * = ry — 
— 2 — — —— — —ũ— 
- —— — _ 


266 Tux SECOND PART or 


Fire, Brandy! you dog, abuſe brandy! flat treaſon 
againſt the navy-royal, Sirrah, I'll teach you to abuſe 
the fleet—here, Shark. 


Enter Shark. 


Get three or four of the ſhip's crew, and preſs this fel. 
low aboard the Belzebub. 

SHA. Ay, maſter. (Exit, 

Clin. What! aboard the Belzebub —Nay, nay, dear 
captain, I'll chule to go to the devil this way. Here, fir, 
your good health ;—and my own confuſion, I'm afraid. 
[Drinks it off.] Oh! fre! fire! flames! brimſtone ! and 
tobacco ! [Beats his ſtomack. 

FIRE. Here, quench it, quench it then take the glaſs, 
ſir. 

Clin. What, another broadſide ! nay then, I'm ſuak 
dowyright.— Dear captain, give me quarter, conſider the 
preſent junQure of affairs; you'll ſpoil my head, ruin my 
politicks; faith you will, 

Fi RR. Here, Shark. 

Clin. Well, well I will drink. — The devil take Shark 
for me. [Drinks.] Whiz, buz. Don't you hear it? put 
your ear to my breaſt, and hear how it whizzes like a hot 
iron. Eh ! bleſs me, how the ſhip rouls! I can't ſtand 
upon my legs, faith—dear captain, give me a kiſs —Ay, 
burn the ſucceſhon,,-Look ye, captain, I ſhall be ſea · ſick 
preſently, 


[Falls into Fireball's arms. 
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Enter Shark, and another with a Chair. 


Fige, Here in with him. | 

SHA, Ay, ay, fir —Avaſt, avaſt—Here, boy..-No 
Nants left. [Tops the glaſs. 

FIRE. Bring him along. 

Clin. Politicks, politicks, brandy, politicks. 


SCENE thanges to Lurewell's apartment. 


Enter Lurewell and Parley. 


Luxe, Did you ever ſee ſuch an impudent young rogue 
2 that Banter? he follow'd hie brother up and down from 
place to place ſo very cloſe, that we con'd not ſo much as 
whiſper, 

Par. I reckon, Sir Harry will diſpoſe of him now, ma- 
am, where he may be ſecur'd.--But I wonder, madam, 
why Clincher comes not according to his letter ! 'tis near 
the hour, 

Luxe, I wiſh, Parley, that no harm may befal me to- 
Gy; for I had a moſt frightful dream laſt night; I dreamt 
of a mouſe, 

Par, Tis ſtrange, madam, you ſhou'd be ſo much af- 
fraid of that little creature that can do you no harm! 

Luxe. Look ye, girl, we women of quality have each 
of us ſome darling fright.-I now hate a mouſe ; my lady 
Lovecards abhors a cat; Mrs. Fiddlefan can't bear 2 
ſquirrel 3 the counteſs of Piquet abominates a frog, and my 
dy Swimair hates a Man, 
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Enter Marquis running. 


Mar, Madam! madam! madam! pardie voyez.— 
L'*Argent ! L'Argent ! [Shews a bag of money, 

Lon. As 1 hope to breathe, he has got it—Well, but 
how ? how, dear monſieur ? 

Mar. Ah, madam ! begar, Monſieur Sir Arry be one 
pigeaneau—voyez, madam ; me did tell him dat my broder | 
in Montpelier did furnile his lady wid ten touſan livres for 
de expence of her travaille ; and dat ſhe not being able to 
write when ſhe was dying, did give him de picture for de 
certificate and de credential to receive de money from her | 
huſband. Mark ye! 

Lung. The beſt plot in the world—you told him, that 
your brother lent her the money in France, when her bills, | 
I ſuppoſe, were delay'd—you put in that, I preſume, 

MAR. Ouy, ouy, madam, 

-Lvne. And that upon her death-bed ſhe gave your bro- 
ther the picture, as a certificate to Sir Harry that ſhe had 
receiv'd the money, which piQture your brother ſent over 
to you, with commiſſion to receive the debt ! 

MAR. Aſſurement.—— Dere was de politique, de 
France politique See, madam, what he can do, de 
France Marquis! he did make de Angliſe lady cuckle her 
huſband when ſhe was living, and ſheat him when ſhe ws 
dead, begar : ha, ha. ha——Oh ! pardie, cet bon, 

Lunz. Ahl but what did Sir Harry ſay ? 

Max. Oh! begar Monſieur Chevalier he love his viſe; 
he ſay, dat if ſhe takes up a hundre touſan livres, he wou'd 
repay it; he knew de picture, he ſay, and order me de 
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money from bis flewar—oh notre dame? Monſieur Sir 
Arry be one dupe, 

Luxz. Well but, Monſieur, I long to know one things 
Was the conqueſt you made of his lady ſo eaſy ? what 
aſſaults did you make? and what reſiſtance did ſhe 
ſhew ? 3 

Mar. Reſiſtance againſt de France Marquis! Voyez, 
madam ; dare was tree deux-yeux, one ſerenade, an' two 
capre ; dat was all, begar. 

Lure. Chatillionte ! there's nothing in nature ſo ſweet 
to a longing woman, as a malicious ſtory, Well, Monſieur! 
tis about a thouſand pound; we go ſnacks, 

MAR. Snacke ! perdie, for What? why ſnacke, ma. 
dam? me vill give you de preſent of fifty Lous d'Ors; dat 
is ver good ſnacke for you, 

Lunz. And you'll give me no more ?—Very well! 

Mar, Ver' well! Yes, begar, tis ver well—confidre, 
madam, me be de poor Refuge, me 'ave noting but de re- 
ligious charite and de France politique, de fruit of my own 
addreſs, dat is all. 

Lunz. Ay, an object of charity, with a thouſand pound 
in his fiſt! emh ! oh Monſieur ; that's my huſband, 1 
know his knock, [Knocking below.] He muſt not ſee you. 
Get into the cloſet till by and by [Hurties him in. ] and if I 
don't be reveng*d upon your French politique, then have 1 
no Engliſh politique. — Hang the money ! I would not for 
twice a thouſand pound forbear abuſing this virtuous wo- 
man to her huſband, 


Enter Parley. 


Par, Tis Sir Harry, madam, 
Lon z. As 1 cou'd wiſh, Chairs! 
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Enter Wildair. 


W1L1D, Here, Mrs. Parley, in the firſt place I ſacrifice a 
Louis d'Or to thee for good luck. 

Par, A guinea, fir, will do as well. 

W1LD, No, no, child; French money is always moſt 
ſucceſsful in bribes, and very much in faſhion, child. 


Enter Dicky, and runs to Sir Harry. 


Dick. Sir, will you pleaſe to have your own night- 
caps? 

WiLD. Sirrah ! 

Dick. Sir, fir ! ſhall I order your chair to the back» 
door by five a clock in the morning ? 

W1LpD. The devil's in the fellow. Get you gone 
[Dicky runs out.] Now, dear madam, 1 have ſecur'd my 
brother, you have diſpos'd of the colonel, and we'll rail 
at love till we han't a word more to ſay. 

Lux R. Ay, Sir Harry,—Pleaſe to fit a little, fir. Vou 
muſt know I'm in a ſtrange humour of aſking you ſome 
queſtions, —How did you like your lady, pray fir? 

Wirp. Like her! Ha, ha, ha.——So very well, faith, 
that for her very ſake I'm in love with every woman! 
meet. 

L. o. And did matrimony pleaſe you extremely ? 

W1LD. So very much, that if polygamy were allow'd, 
T wou'd have a new wife every day. 

Los k. Oh, Sir Harry! This is raillery. But your ſeri- 
ous thoughts upon the matter, pray. 

Wir. Why then, madam, to give you my true ſenti- 
ments of wedlock : I had a lady that I marry'd by chance, 
ſhe was virtuous by chance, and I loy'd her by great chance. 
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Nature gave her beauty, education and air, and fortune 
threw a young fellow of five and twenty in her lap -l 
courted her all day, lov'd her all night, ſhe was my miſtreſs 
one day, and my wife another : I found in one the variety 
of a thouſand, and the very confinement of marriage gave 
me the pleaſure of change, 

Luxe. And ſhe was very virtuous. | 

W1LD. Look ye, madam, you know ſhe was beautiful, 
She had good nature about her mouth, the ſmile of beauty 
in her cheeks, ſparkling wit in her forehead, and ſprightly 
love in her eyes. 

Lure. Pſhaw ! I knew her very well; the woman was 
well enough. But you don't anſwer my queſtion, fir, 

W11D, So, madam, as I told you before, ſhe was young 
ind beautiful, I was rich and vigorous; my eſtate gave me 
2 luſtre to my love, and a ſwing to our enjoyment : round, 
like the ring that made us one, our golden pleaſures circled 
without end. 

Lux E. Golden pleaſures! golden fiddleſticks. 
What d'ye tell me of your canting ſtuff? was ſhe victuous, 
| lay ? 

Wir. Ready to burſt with envy; but I will torment 
thee a little. [ Aſide.] So, madam, I powder'd to pleaſe 
her, ſhe dreſs'd to engage me! we toy'd away the morn- 
ing in amorous nonſenſe, loll'd away the evening in the 
park, or the play-houſe, and all the night—Hem! 

Lux z. Look ye, fir, anſwer my queſtion, or I ſhall take 
it ill, 

W1LlpD. Then, madam, there was never ſuch a pattern 
of unity, Her wants were ſtill prevented by my ſupplies 3 
my own heart whiſper'd me her deſires, cauſe ſhe herſelf 
was there; no contention ever roſe, but the dear ſtrife of 
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who ſhould moſt oblige ; no noiſe about authority: for bei- 
ther would ſtoop to command, *cauſe both thought it gluy 
to obey. 

Luxx. Stuff! ſtuff! ſtuff. I won't believe a word 
on't. 

W1Lv, Ha, ha, ha, Then, madam, we never felt the 
yoke of matrimony, © becauſe our inclinations made us 
one; a power ſuperior to the forms of wedlock. The 
marriage torch had loſt its weaker light in the bright 
flame of mutual love that join'd our hearts before; 
then 

Lon k. Hold, hold, ſir; I cannot bear it; Sir Harry. 
I'm affronted. 

W1Lp. Ha, ha, ha. Aﬀrcnted ! 

Lonk. Yes, fir; tis an affront to any woman to best 
another commended ;z and I will reſent it.—In ſhort, Sir 
Harry, your wife was a 

Wirp. Buz, madam.—No detraction —Iil tell you 
what ſhe was, —80 much an angel in her conduct, thet tho' 
I ſaw another in her arms, I ſhou'd have thought the devil 
had rais'd the phantom, and my more conſcious reaſon had 
giv'n my eyes the lie. 

Lunz. Very well! then I an't to be believ'd it ſeems, — 
But d'ye hear, fir ? 

WiLlp. Nay, madam, do you hear? 1 tell you, tis not 
in the power of malice to caſt a blot upon her fame; and, 
tho? the vanity of our Sex, and the envy of yours, con- 
ſpir'd both againſt her honour, I wou'd not hear a ſyllable. 

[Stopping k's cats. 

Lon E. Why then, as I hope to breathe, you ſhai! hear 

it. The picture! the picture! the picture 
[Bawling loud. 
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Wir. Ran, tan, tan. A piſtol-bullet from ear to 
car. 

ur Hr. That pig ure which you had juſt now from the 
Fiench Marquis, for a thouſarv pound; that very picture 
cid your very virtuons wife ſetd to the Marquis as a pledge 
of her very virtuous and dying aſſection. So that you are 
buth rob'd of your honour, and cheated of your money. 

[ Aloud. 

Witlp. Louder, louder, madam, | 

Lunz. | tell you, fir, your wife was 2 jilt; I know it, 
wear it.—She virtuous ! ſhe was a devil, 

W1up, [Sings.] Tal, dal, deral. 

Luzxx. Was ever the like ſeen! he won't hear me—1 


buſt with malice, and now he won't mind me. Wogn't you 
hear me yet ? 


Wirp. No, no, madam. 


Lon E. Nay, then I can't bear it. [Burſts out a crying.] 
—Sir, I muft fay that you're an unworthy perſon, to uſe 4 
woman of quality at this rate, when ſhe has her heart 
tull of malice : I don't know but it may make me miſcar- 
ry ; fir, I ſay again and again, that ſhe was no better than 


ene of us, and | know it, I have ſeen it with my eyes, ſo 


| have. = 


Wilp. Good heav'ns deliver me, I beſeech thee. How 
ſhall | *ſcape ? 

Lon. Will you hear me yet? dear, Sir Harry, do but 
hear me; I'm longing to ſpeak, 

WiLlp. Oh! I have it —Huſh, huſh, huſh, 

Lux R. Eh! what's the matter? 

WiLp. A moule ] a mouſe! a mouſe ! 

Lunz. Where? where? where ? 

x | 
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W1LD. Your petticoats, your petticoats, madam, 
Lure. ſhrieks and runs. 


O my head! I was never worſted by a woman before.— 
But I have heard ſo much as to know the Marquis to be a 
villain. [ Knocking.] Nay then, I muſt run fort't. [Runs 


out and returns I The entry is ſtopt by a chair coming 
in; and ſomething there is in that chair that I will diſco- 


ver, if I can find a place to hide myſelf, [Goes to the 
cloſet door.] Faſt! I have keys about me for moſt locks 
about St. James's Let me ſee.—[ Tries one key. No, 
no; this opens my lady Planthorn's back-door. [ Tries 
another, Nor this; this is the key to my lady Stakeall's 
garden, [Tries a third.] Ay, ay, this does it, faith. 
[Goes into the cloſet, and peeps out, 


Enter Parley and Shark, with Clincher in a chair, 


Pas, Hold, hold, friend; who gave you orders to lug 
in your dirty chair into the houſe ? 

SUA. My maſter, ſweetheart, 

Par. Who is your maſter, impudepce ? 

SH a. Every body, ſauce-box—and for the preſent here's 
my maſter ! and if you have any thing to ſay to him there 
he is for ye. [Lugs Clincher out of the chair, and throws 
him upon the floor.) Steer away, Tom, 

W1LD. What the devil, Mr. Jubilee, is it you? 

PAR. Bleſs me! the gentleman's dead! murder! mur- 


der ! 
Enter Lurewell, 


Lunz. Protect me ! what's the matter, Clincher ? 
Pax. Mr. Clincher, are you dead, fir ? 
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Clin. Yes. 

Luxzs. Oh! then 'tis well enough.-Are you drunk, 
fy ? 

Clin. No. 

Lunar. Well! certainly I'm the moſt unfortunate wo- 
man living: all my affairs, all my deſigns, all my in- 
trigues, miſcarry =Faugh ! the beaſt ! but, fir, what's 
the matter with you ? 

CLin. Politicks, 

PAR. Where have you been, fic ? 

C11n. Shark! 

Lure. What ſhall we do with him, Parley? if the 
colonel ſhou'd come home now, we were ruin'd, 


Enter Standard. 


Oh inevitable deſtruction! 

WILD. Ay, ay, unleſs I relieve her now, all the world 
can't ſave her. 

STAwnD., Bleſs me | what's here? who are you, fir ? 

CLin. Brandy. 

STAND. See there, madam !—Behold the man that you 
prefer to me! and ſuch as he are all thoſe top-gallants 
that daily hauat my houſe, ruin your honour, and diſturb 
my quiet — l urge not the ſacred bond of marriage; I'll 
wave your earneſt vows of truth to me, and only lay the 
caſe in equal ballance; and ſee whoſe merit bears the 
greater weight, his or mine. 

Wi Lp. Well argu'd, colonel. 

STAND. Suppoſe yourſelf freely diſengag'd, unmarry'd, 
ard to make a choice of him you thought moſt worthy of 
your love; wou'd you prefer a brute? a monkey? one 
feſtin'd only for the ſu2port of man ?—Yes; take him to 
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your bed; there let the beaſt diſgorge his fulſome load iu 
your fair, lovely boſom, ſnore out his paſſion in your ſoft 
embrace, and with the vapours of his ſick debauch, per- 
fume your ſweet apartment. 

Lux z. Ah nauſeous! nauſeous! poiſon ! 

STAND, I ne'er was taught to ſet a value on myſelf ; } 
but when compar'd to him, there modeſty muſt ſtoop, and | 
indignation give my words a looſe, to tell you, madam, 
that I am a man unblemiſh'd in my honour, have nobly } 
ſerv'd my king and country; and for a lady's ſervice, 1 
think that nature has not been defective. 

Wilp. Egad I ſhould think fo too: the fellow's well | 
made, | 

STAND, I'm as young as he, my perſon too as fair to 
outward view; and for my mind, I thought it cou'd diſtin- | 
guiſh right, and therefore made a choice of you.-Your ſex 
have bleſs'd our iſle with beauty, by diſtant nations priz d; 
and cou'd they place their loves aright, their lovers might 
acquire the envy of mankind, as well as they the wonder 
of the world. 

W1ilp. Ah, now he coaxee—he will conquer valeſs 1 
relieve her in time ; ſhe begins to melt already. 

STAND, And to all this, I love you next to heay'n; and 
by that heav'n I ſwear, the conſtant ſtudy of my days and 
night, have been to pleaſe my deareſt wife, Your pleaſure 
never met controul from me, nor your defires a frown,—l 
never mention'd my diſtruſt before, nor will I now wrong 
your diſcretion, ſo as er to think you made him an ap- 
pointment. 

Lunz. Generous, generous man [Weeps, 


ire 
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W1LD. Nay, then tis time for me; I will relieve her. 
[He ſteals out of the cloſet and coming behind Standard, 
claps him on the ſhoulder.] Colonel your humble ſervant. 

STAanD. Sir Harry, how came you hither ? 

W11D. Ah, poor fellow ! thou haſt got thy load with 
2 witneſs ; but the wine was humming ſtrong ; I have got 
a touch on't myſelf, [Reels a little. 

STAanD, Wine, Sir Harry! what wine? 

W1tp. Why 'twas new Burgundy, heady ſtuff, But the 
dog was ſoon gone, knock'd under preſently, 

STAawD. What, then Mr. Clincher was with you, it 
ſcems, eh! 

W1Lp. Ves faith, we have been together all this after- 
noon ; *tis a pleaſant fooliſh fellow. He would needs give 
me a welcome to town, on pretence of hearing all the 
news from the Jubilee. The humour was new to me; ſo 
to't we went. — But 'tis a weak-headed coxcomb! two or 
three bumpers did his buſineſs—Ah, madam ! what do 1 
deſerve for this ? [Aſide to Lurewell. 

Luxe. Look ye there, fir; you ſee how Sir Harry, has 
clear'd my innocence.—l'm oblig'd t'ye, fir z but I muſt 
leave you to make it out, [To Wild. and Ex. 

STAND. Ves, yes; he has clear'd you wonderfully, 
But pray, ſir—!l ſuppoſe you can inform 1 me how Mr. 
Clincher came into my houſe ? eh! 

WiLp. Ay: why you muſt know that the fool got pre- 
ſently as drunk as a drum; ſo 1 had him tumbl'd into a 
chair, and order'd the fellows to carry him home. Now 
you muſt know, he lodges but three doors off : but the 
boobies, it ſeerns, miſtook the door, and brought him in 
here, like a brace of loggerheads. 

Vo. I. "2 
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| $+4avv. O, yes; fad loggerkeade, to miltake 4 doof in 

James-ftreet for & houſe in Covetit-Gardth=—hete, 
Eater Servants. 

Take away that brute; 


[Servants tarry off Clincher, 


And yon fay twas new Burgundy, Sir Hurry, very ſtrong. 

WILD. Egad, there's ſome trick it this watter, and | 
Mall be diſcover'd. [ Aſide.] Ay, colonel, but I muſt be 
gone: I'm engaged to meet Colonel, I'm your humble 
ſervant. [Gving, 

STAND. But Sir Harry ? where's your hat, fir ? 

WIr. Oh marbleu! theſe hats, gloves, canes and 
ſwords, are the ruin of all our defigns. _ [ Afide. 

STanD. But Where's your hat, Sir Harry? 

Win I never intrigue again with any thing about 
me dat ht is juft bound to my body. How Mall 1 come 
off 7 —-Hark ye, colonel, in your eur; I would not have 
your tady hear it—You muſt know juſt as I came into the 
room here, What Thoa'd 1 ſpy but a great mouſe running 
2 crols the cloſet · door, I took no notice for fear your lady 
ſtivuld be frighted, but with all my force (d'ye fee) 1 
flung tny hats at it, nd fo threw it into the cloſet, and 
there it lies. 

STanp. And fo thinking to kill the wowfe, you ſlung 
your hat into that cloſet. 

W1Lb. Ay, ay; that was all. 1 go fetch it. 

ET anD. No Sir Harry, IH bring it out. 

[Goes i the cloſet, 

Wirp. Now hive 1 thid k matter of Twenty lies in a 

breath, 
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STAND. Sir Harry! is this the mouſe that you threw 

your hat at ? 
[Standard comes in with the hat in one hand, and 
hawling in the Marquis with the other, 

W1iLlp, I'm amaz'd! 

Mas. Pardie, I'm amaae too. 

STAND, Look'e Monſieur Marquis, as for your part, I 
hall cut your throat fit. 

W1LD. Give me leave, I muſt cut his throat firſt, 

Man. Wat ! bote cut my throat! begat tmeſlicurs, 1 
deve but one throat. 


Enter Parley, and runs to Standard. 


Pak. Sir, the Monfitur is innocent; he cate 
other de ſign. My lady begins to be penitent, and if you 
make any noiſe, t will ſpoil all. 

S rand. Look 'e, gentlemen, I have too great s confi- 
tence in the virtue of my wife, to think it in the power 
of you or you, fir, to wrong my honour 5 but I m bound 
u guard her reputation, fo that no attempts be tende that 
ny provoke a ſcandal : therefore, gentlemen, let me tell 
jou, tis time to deſiſt. [EA. 

WiLD. Ay, ay; fo tis faith, Come, Monſieur, I muſt 
ulk with you, fir, [Exeuant, 
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CT: 


SCENE, Standard's Houſe. 


Enter Standard and Fireball. 


STAND, TN ſhort, brother, a man may talk till doomſday 

of fin, hell, and damnation ; but your rheto- 
rick will never convince a lady that there's any thing of a 
devil in a handiome fellow with a fine coat. You muſt 
ſhew the cloven-foot, expoſe the brute as I have done; 
and tho* her virtue ſleeps, her pride will ſurely take th' 
alarm. 

FIRE. Ay, but if you had let me cut off one e of the 
rogues ears before you ſent him away, 

STAND. No, no; the fool has ſerv'd my turn, without 
the ſcandal of a publick reſentment; and the effect has 
ſhewn that my deſign was right? I've touch'd her very 
heart, and ſhe relents apace, 


Enter Lurewell running. 


Lunz. Oh! my dear, ſave me! I'm frighted out of my 
life. | 

Fire, Blood and fire ! madam, who dare touch you? 

[ Draws his ſword and ſtands before her, 

Lunz. Oh, fir! a ghoſt1 a ghoſt! 1 have ſeen it 
twice. 

Firs. Nay then, we ſoldiers have nothing to do with 
ghoits ; ſend for the parſon, [Sheaths his ſwerd, 
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STAND. Tis fancy, my dear, nothing but but fancy. 

Lus E. Oh dear colonel ! I'll never lie alone again; I'm 
frighted to death; 1 ſaw it twice; twice it ſtalk'd by my 
chamber-door, and with a hollow voice utter'd a piteous 
groan, | 
STAND, This is ſtrange ! ghoſts by day-light Come, 
my dear, along with me; don't ſhrink, we'll fee to find 
this ghoſt, [Exeunt. 


SC E N E changes to the Street. 


Enter Wildair, Marquis, and Dicky. 


WILD. Dicky! 

Dick. Sir. 

Wir p. Do you remember any thing of a thouſand pounds 
lent to my Wife in Montpelier by a French gentleman ? 

Mar. Ouy, Monſieur Dicky, you remembre de gentle» 
man, he was one Marquis, 

Dick. Marqui, fir! 1 think, for my part, that all the 
men in France are Marqui's. We met above a thouſand 
Marqui's, but the devil a one of em cou'd lend a thouland 
pence, much leſs a thouſand pound. 

Max. Morbleu, qui dit vous, bougre le chien? 

WILD. Hold, fir, pray anſwer me one queſtion ? what 
made you fly your country ? 

Mar, My religion, Monſieur. 

W1LD. So you fled for your religion out of France; and 
are a downright. atheiſt in England? a very tender con- 
ſcience truly ? 

Mar, Begar, Monſieur, my conſcience be de ver' ten - 
dre; he no ſuffre not his maſtre to ſtarve, pardie. 


— — 
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Wi to. Come, fir, no ceremony; refund. 

Manx. Refunde ! vat is dat refunde ? parle Francois, 
Monfieur ? 

W1LD, No, fir; I tell you in plain Englith, return my 
money, or I'll lay you by the heels. 

Max. Oh! Begar, dere is de Anglis-man now, Dere 
is de law for me. De law! ecout, Monſieur Sir Arry 
Voyez ſa——De France Marquis ſcorn de law. My bro- 
der lend your vife de money, and here is my witneſs. 

[Draws, 

WiLvp. Your evidence, fir, is very poſitive, and ſhall be 
examin'd : but this is no place to try the cauſe; we'll croſs 
the park into the fields; you ſhall throw the money be- 
tween us, and the beſt title, upon a fair hearing, ſhall take 
it up. —Allons! | 

Maz. Oh! de tont mos cœur.— Allens ! gent à 1a tate, 
begar. Exit. 


SCENE, Lurewell's apartment. 
Enter Lurewell and Parley. 


Lon. Pſhaw ! I'm ſuch a frightful fool 'twas nothing 
but a fancy. Come, Parley, get me pen and ink, I'll di- 
vert it. Sir Harry ſhall know what a wife he had, I'm 
reſoly'd. Tho' he wou'd not hear me ſpeak, he read my 
letter ſure. | {Sits down to write. 

Gnosv. [From within. Hold. 

Luzs. Protect me l—Parley, don't leave me, But 1 
won't mind it. 

GaosT. Hold. 

Luz, Defend me ! don't you hear « voice? 


th 
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Par. 1 thaught ſa, madam. 
Lone. It call'd, bold, I'll venture once more. 
[Sits down to write, 
Gn r. Diſturh ag more the quiet of the dead. 
Lvze. No 'tis plain. I heard the words. 
Pas, Deliver us, madam, and forgive us our fins ! what 
is it 2 


Cheſt enters, Lugewell and Parley ſbriek, and rug to 2 
corner of the Stage. 


GnosT. Behold the airy form of wrong'd Angelica, 
| Forc'd from the ſhades below to vindicate her fame, 
Forbear, malicious woman, thus to load 
With ſcandalous reproach the grave of innocence, 
Repent, vain woman! 
Thy matrimonial vow is regiſter'd above 
And all the breaches of tnat ſolemn faith 
Are regiſter d below. I'm ſent to warn thee to re- 
pent. 
Forbear to wropg thy injur'd huſband's bed, 
Diſturb no more the quiet of the dead. [Stalks off. 
(Lprevell ſw on and Parley ſupports her. 
Paz, Help! help! help! 


Enter Standard and Fireball. 


Srand. Bleſs us! what, fainting ! what's the matter? 

Fire, Breeding, breeding, fir. 

Par, Oh, fir! we're frighted to death ; here has been 
the ghoſt again. 

SAD. Ghoſt! why you're mad, (ure | what ghoſt ? 


* 
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Par, The ghoſt of Angelica, Sir Harry Wildair's wife, 

STAND. Angelica! 

PAR. Yes, fir; and here it preach'd to us the Lord 
knows what, and murder'd my miſtreſs with mere morals, 

FIRE. A good hearing, fir ; *twill do her good, 

STAND. Take her in, Parley. 

[Parley leads out Lurewell. 
What can this mean brother ? 

FIRE. The meaning's plain. There's a deſign of com- 
munication between your wife and Sir Harry; ſo his wife 
is come to forbid the banns, that's all, 

STAND, No, no, brother, If I may be induc'd to be- 
lieve the walking of ghoſts, I rather fancy that the rattle» 
headed fellow her huſband has broke the poor lady's heart, 
which, together with the indignity of her burial, has made 
her uneaſy in her grave But whatever be the cauſe, its 
fit we immediately find out Sir Harry, and inform him. 

[Exeunt, 


SCENE, the Park. 


Company walking; Wildair and Marquis paſſing haſtily 
over the Stage, one calls. 


Lon p. Sir Harry. 
Wirp. My lord ?>—Monſieur, I'll follow you, fir. 


[Exit Marquis, 
Lon p. I muſt talk with you, fir, 
WII. Pray, my lord, let it be very ſhort, for I was 


never in more haſte in my life. 
Lon v. May I preſume, fir, to enquire the cauſe that de- 


tain'd you ſo late laſt night at my houſe ? 
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WiLlp., More, miſchief again !—Perbaps, my lord, I 
may not preſume to inform you. 

Lok p. Then perhaps, fir, I may preſume to extort it 
from you. 

WiLp. Look ye, my lord, don't frown ; it ſpoils your 
face, -But if you muſt know, your lady owes me two 
bundred guineas, and that ſum 1 will preſume to extort 
from your lordſhip. 

Lord. Two hundred Guineas! have you any thing to 
ſhew for it ? 

W1Lp. Ha, ha, ha! Shew for it, my lord, I ſhew'd 
quint and quatorz for it; and to a man of honour, that's 
as firm as a bond and Judgment. 

Lok p. Corne, fir, this won't paſs upon me, I'm a man of 
honour. | 

Wirp. Honour! Ha, ha, ha !—'Tis very ſtrange! that 
ſome men, tho' their education be never ſo gallant, will 
ne er learn breeding !—look ye, my lord, when you and [ 
were under the tuition of our governors, and convers'd only 
with old Cicero, Livy, Virgil, Plutarch, and the like, 
why then ſuch a man was a villain, and ſuch a one was a 
man of honour : But now that I have known the court a 
little of what they call the Beaumonde, and the Belle eſprit, 
I find that honour looks as ridiculous as Roman buſking 
upon your Jordſhip, or my full peruke upon Scipio Afri- 
canus. 

Lox p. Why ſhou'd you think ſo, fir ? 

W1Lp. Becauſe the world's improv'd, my lord, and we 
ſind that this honour is a very troubleſome and impertinent 
thing.-Can't we live together like good neighbours and 
chriſtians, as they do in France? I lend you my coach, I 
borrow yours; you dine with me, I ſup with you; I lie 
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with your wife, and you lie with mine—-hogour ! that's 
ſuch an impertinence !—pray, my lord, hear me, What 
does your honour think of murdering your friend's repu- 
tation? making a jeſt of his misfortunes ? cheating him at 
cards ?Fdebavching his bed, or the like? 

Loxp, Why rank villainy. | 

WII p. Piſk ! piſh ! nothing but good manners, exceſs 
of good manners. Why. you han't been at court lately, 
There tis they only practice to ſhew our wit and breeding, 
—As for inſtance, your friend reflects upon you when ab- 
ſent, becauſe 'tis good manners; rallies you when preſent, 
becauſe 'tis witty: cheats you at piquet to ſhew he hay 
been in France; and lies with your wife, to fhew he's a man 
of quality. 

Loxp. Very well, fir, 

W13LD. In ſhoit, my lord, you have a wrong notion of 
things. Shou'd a man with a handſome wife revenge all 
affronts done to his honour, poor White, Chaves, Morris, 
Locket, Pawlet and Pontack, were utterly ruin'd. 

Lon p. How ſo, fir? 

W1Lp. Becauſe, my lord, you muſt run all their euſ- 
tomers quite through the body, Were it not for abufing 
your men of honour, taverns and chocolate-houſes cou'd 
not ſubſiſt; and were there but a round tax laid upon 
ſcandal, and falſe politicks, we men of figure wou'd figd 
it much heavier than four ſhillings in the pound. Come, 
come, my lord, no more on't, for ſhame; your honour 


is ſafe enough, for I have the key of its back - door in my 
ket, { Runs off, 


Lond. Sir, I ſhall meet you another time. 


[Exit, 
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SCENE, The Fields. 


Enter Marquis with « ſervant carrying his Gghting equipage, 
pumps, cap, &c. He dreſſes himſelf accordingly, and 
flouriſhes about the ſtage. 


Man. Sa, ſa, ſa, fient a la tate, Sa, embaracade; 
quart ſur redouble. Hey! 


Enter Wildair. 


W1LpD. Ha, ha, ha; the devil! muſt I fight with x 
tumbler ? theſe French arc as great fops in their quarrels» 
as in their gmoprs. 

MAR. Ailons! Allons { ripe, ſtripe. 

WILD. No, no, fir, | aever ſtrip to engage a man; 1 
fight as 1 dance, Come, fir, down with the money. 

Mas. Dere it is, pardie. 

[Lays down the bag between erm. 
Allons! 


Eater Dicky, and gives Wildgir s gun. 


Morbleu ! que ſa ? | 

W1LD. Now Monſieur, if you offer to ſtir, I'll ſhoot 
you through the head. —Dicky, take up the money and 
carry it home. 

Dick. Here it is, faith: and if my maſter be kill'd, 
the money's my own. 

Marx. Oh Morbleu! de Anglis-man be one coward. 

W1LD. Ha, ha, ha! where is your French politique, 
now ? come, Monſieur, you muſt know 1 ſcorn to fight 
any man for my own; but now we're upon the level; and 


* 
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ſince you have been at the trouble of putting on your ha- 
biliments, I muſt require your pains, So come on, fir. 
[Lays down the gun, and uſes his ſword, 

Mar, Come on! for wat? wen de money is gone! de 
France-man fight where dere is no profit ! pardonnez moy, 
pardie. [Sits down to pull off his pumps, 

W1Lp, Hold, hold, fir; you muſt fight, Tell me how 
you carne by this picture? | 

Mak. [Starting up.] Wy den, begar, Monſieur, Cheva- 
lier, ſince de money be gone, me will ſpeak the veritie ;— 
Pardie, Monſieur, me did make de cuckle of you, and 
your vife ſend me de picture for my pain. 

W1Lp. Look ye, fir, if I thought you had merit 
enough to gain a lady's heart from me, I wou'd ſhake hands 
immediately, and be friends: but as I believe you to be a 
vain ſcandalous liar, I'll cut. your throat, [They fight. 


Enter Standard and Fireball, who part 'em. 


STAND, Hold, hold, gentlemen.—Brother, ſecure the 
Marquis. Come, Sir Harry, put up; I have ſomething 
to ſay to you very ſerious, 

W1LD. Say it quickly then; for I am a little out of hu- 
mour, and want ſomething to make me laugh. 

[As they talk, Marquis dreſſes, and helps him. 

STanD. Will what's very ſerious make you laugh? 

Wipp. Moſt of all. 

STanD. Pſhaw ! pray, Sir Harry, tell me what made 
you leave your wife ? 

WirlD, Ha, ha, ha! I knew it,-Pray, colonel, what 
makes you ſtay with your wife? 

STAND, Nay, but pray anſwer me dite ly, I beg it a: 
2 favour, 
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W1LD. Why then, colonel, you maſt know we were a 
pair of the moſt happy, toying, fooliſh people in the world, 
th ſhe got, I don't know how, a crotchet of jealouſy in 
her head. This made her frumpiſn; but we had ne'er an 
angry word: ſhe only fell a crying over night, and I went 
to Italy next morning. But pray no more on't,—Are you 
hurt, Monſieur ? 

STanD. But Sir Harry, you'll be ſerious when I tell you 
that her ghoſt appears. 

W1LD. Her ghoſt ! Ha, ha, ha. That's pleafaat faith. 

STAND, As ture as fate, it walks in my houſe. 

Wird. In your houſe ! come along! colonel. By the 
lard III kiſs it. [Exeunt Wild. and Stand. 

Marx, Monſieur le captain, adieu. 

Fize, Adieu! No, fir, you ſhall follow Sir Harry. 

MAR. For wat! 1 

FIRE. For what! why, d'ye think I'm ſuch a rogue as 
to part a couple of gentlemen when they're fighting and 
not ſee em make an end on't; I think it a leſs fin to part 
man and u ife.— Come along fir. [Exit pulling Monſieur. 


. SCENE, Standard's Houſe. 


Enter Wildair and Standard. 


Wirp. Well then; this it ſeems, is the inchanted 
chamber. The Ghoſt has pitch'd upon a handſome apart- 
ment however, ——Well, colonel, when do you intend to 
begin ? 

STaxnD. What, fir? 

Wir. To laugh at me? I know you defign it. 

STAND, Ha! by all that's powerful there it is. 
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Ghoſt walks croſs the Stage. 


W1Ltt. The devil it i- Em! blood, I'll fpeak to't. 
Vous, Mademoiſelle Ghoſt, parlez vous Francols ?—=No! 
bark ye, Mrs. Ghoſt, will yout ladyſhip be —— to in- 
form us who you are, that we may pay you the teſpect 
que to yout quality, [Ohoſt returns, 

Gnos r. I am the ſpirit of thy departed wife. 

W1LD. Are you faith! why then here's the body of thy 
living huſband, and ſtand me if you dare Runs to her and 
embraces her. ]J--Haz ! "tis ſubſtance, I'm ſute.— But hold, 
lady Ghoſt, ſtand off à little, and tell me in good earneſt 
now whether you are alive of dead ? 

Axt. [Throwing off her ſhrowd. ] Alive! alive! 
[Runs and throws her arms about his neck. ] and never liv'd 
ſo much as In this otnent. 

Wilo. What d'ye think of the Ghoſt now, colonel ? 
[She hangs upon him.] Is it not 4 very loving Ghoſt ? 

Sr AND. Atrtiazement \ 

W1LD. Ay, 'tis amazement, truly, -Look ye madam, 
I hate to converſe ſo famlliasly with ſpirits : pray keep your 
diſtance. 

ANGEL. I am alive, indeed I ar, 

W1LD. I don't believe a word on't. [Moving away. 

STAnD. Sir Harry, you're more afraid now than before. 

WiLp. Ay, moſt men are more afraid of a living wife 
than a dead one, 

STAND. Tis good manners to leave you together how- 
ever. (Exit, 
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Awoer. Tis unkind, my dear, after ſo long and tedious 
an abſence, to act the ſtranger ſo. I now ſhall die in eat- 
neſt, and muſt for ever vaniſh from your ſight. 

{Weeping and going, 

Wird. Hold, hold, madam. Don't be angry, my dearz 
you took me unprovided: had you but ſent me word of 
your coming, I had got three or four ſpeeches out of Oroo- 
noko and the Mourniag-Bride upon this occaſion, that 
would have charm'd your very heart. But we'll do as well 
as we can; I'll have the muſick from both houſes ; Paw- 
jet and Locket ſhall contrive for our taſte ; we'll charm out 
ears with Abel's voice; feaſt our eyes with one anothet ;; 
und thus, with all our ſenſes turn'd to love, we'll hurl of 
our cloaths, leap into bed and there—look ye, madam 3; if 
don't welcome you home with raptures more natural and 
more moving than all the plays in Chriſtendom—]'ll ſay 
ao more. 

ANGEL. As mad as ever. 

W1LD. But eaſe my wonder firſt, and Jet me know the 
riddle of your death, 

ANGEL. Your unkind departure hence and your avoid- 
ing me abroad, made me reſolve, ſince I cou'd not live 
with you, to die to all the world beſides; 1 fancy'd, that 
thoꝰ it exceeded the force of love, yet the power of grief 
perhaps might change your humour, and therefore had it 
given out that I dy'd in France; my ſickneſs at Montpelier, 
which indeed was next to death, and the affront offer'd to 
the body of our ambaſſador's chaplain at Paris, conduc'd te 
have my burial private. This deceiv'd my retinue; and 
by the aſſiſtance of my woman, and your faithful ſervant, 
I got into man's cloaths, came home into England, and 
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ſent him to obſerve your motions abroad, with orders not 
to undeceive you till your return Here I met you in 
the quality of Beau Banter, your buly brother, under 
which diſguiſe I have diſappointed your deſign upon my 
lady Lurewell ; and in the form of a Ghoſt have reveng'd 
the ſcandal ſhe this day threw upon me, and have frighted 
her ſufficiently from lying alone. I did refolve to have 
frighted you likewiſe, but you were too hard for me. 

WILD. How weak, how {queamiſh; and how fearful 
are Women when they want to be humour'd! and how 
extravagant, how daring, and how provoking, when they 
get the impertinent maggot in their head! but by 
what means, my dear, could you purchaſe this double 
diiguiſe? how came you by my letter to my brother? 

ANGEL. By intercepting all your letters ſince I came 
home. But for my Ghoſtly contrivance, good Mrs, Parley 
(mov'd by the juſtneſs of my cauſe, and a bribe) was my 
chief engineer. 


Enter Fireball and Marquis. 


FIRE. Sir Harry, if you have a mind to fight it out, 
there's your man; if not, | have di ſcharg'd my truſt, 

W1Lp, Oh, Monſieur ! won't you ſalute your miftreſs, 
fir? 

Max. Oh, Morbleu! begar me muſt run to ſome oder 
country now for my religion. 

Ax GEL. Oh! what the French Marquis! I know him. 

Wirp. Ay, ay, my dear, you do know him, and I can't 
be angry, becauſe 'tis the faſhion for ladies to know every 
body: but methinks, madam, that picture now! hang it, 
conſidering *twas my gift, you might have kept it. But 
no matter ; my neighbour ſhall pay for't, 
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ANGEL. Picture, my dear! cou'd you think I e'er 
wou'd part with that? No; of all my jewels, this alone 1 
kept, *cauſe *twas given by you. [ Shews the picture. 

W1LD. Eh! wenderful !=wAnd what's this? 

[Pulling out t'other picture. 

ANGEL, They're very much alike. 

W1LD. So like that one might fairly paſs for t'other.— 
Monſieur Marquis, e oute——— Yon did lie wid my 
vife, and ſhe did give you de picture for your pain. Eb! 
come, fir, add to your France politique a little of your 
native impudence, and tell us plainly how you came by't. 

Man, Begar, Monſieur Chevalier, wen de France-man 
can tell no more lie, den he vill tell trute -I was acquaint 
wid de paintre dat draw your lady's. picture, an I give him 
ten piſtole for de copy—an ſo me have de picture of all de 
beauty in London; and by dis politique, me have de re- 
putation to lie wid dem all.— 

Wi rp. When perhaps your pleafure never re2ch'd above- 
a pit maſque in your life, 

Max. An begar, for dat matre, de natre of women, a 
pit-maſque is as good as de beſt, De pleaſure is nothing, 
de glory is a!l, alamode de France, [Struts out, 

W1L1D. Go thy ways for a true pattern of the vanity, 
impertinence, ſubtlety, and the oſtentation of thy country, 
—look ye, captain, give me thy hand; once I was a 
friend to France ; but henceforth I promiſe to ſacrifice my 
faſhions, coaches, wigs, and vanity, to horſes, arms and 
equipage, and ſerve my king in propria perſona, to promote 
a vigorous war, if there be occaſion. 

FIR. Bravely ſaid, Sir Harry: and if all the beaux in 
the ſide boxes were of your mind, we would ſend 'em 
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back their L'Abbe and Balon, and ſhew em a new dance 
to the tune of Harry the fifth. 


Enter Standard, Lurewell, Dicky, and Parley, 


Wi1Lp. Oh colonel ! ſuch diſcoveries. 

STAND. Sir, I have heard all from your ſervant ; honeſt 
Dicky has told me the whole ſtory, 

WiLp. Why then let Dicky run for the fiddles imme- 
diately. 

Dicx, Oh, fir; I knew what it would come to; they're 
here already, fir, 

Wirp. Then, colonel, we'll have a new wedding, and 
begin it with a dance—Strike up, [A dance here, 

STAND, Now, Sir Harry, we have retriev'd our wives; 
yours from death and mine from the devil; and they are at 
preſent very honeſt. But how ſhall we keep em ſo ? 

ANGEL. By being good huſbands, fir; and the great 
ſecret for keeping matters right in wedlock, is never to 
quarrel with your wives for trifles : for we are but babies 
at beſt, and muſt have our play-things, our longings, our 
vapours, our frights, our monkeys, our china, our faſhions, 
our waſhes, our patches, our waters, our tattle and imper- 
tinence; therefore I ſay tis better to let a woman play 
the fool, than provoke her to play the devil. 

Luxz. And another rule, gentlemen, let me adviſe you 
to obſerve, never to be jealous ; or if you ſhou'd, be ſure 
never to let your wife think you ſuſpe& her; for we are 
more reſtrain'd by the ſcandal of the lewdneſs, than by 
the wickedneſs of the fact; when once a woman has born 
the ſhame of a whore, ſhe'll diſpatch you the fin in a mo- 
ment. 
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Wir. We're oblig'd to you, ladies, for your advice; 
and in return give me leave to give you the definition of 2 
good wife, in the character of my own. 

The wit of her converſation never out-ſtrips the conduct 
of her behaviour: ſhe's affable to all men, free with no 
man, and only kind to me: often chearful, ſometimes gay, 
and always pleas'd, but when 1 am angry; then forry, not 
ſullen: the park, play-houſe, and cards, ſhe frequents in 
compliance with cuſtom; but her diverſions of inclination 
are at home: ſhe's more cautious of a remarkable woman, 
than of a noted wit, well knowing that the infeQion of 
her own ſex is more catching than the temptation of ours: 
to all this, ſhe is beautiful to a wonder, ſcorns all devices 
that engage a gallant, and uſes all arts to pleaſe her hu. 


band, 


So ſpite of ſatyr *gainſt a marry'd life, 
A man is truly bleſt with ſuch a wife. 
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By a FRIEND. 


Entre bleu! vere is dis dam poet? vere 
Garzoon ! me vil cut off all his two ear: 

Je ſuis enrage——now he is not here, 

He has affront de French ! le villaine bete, 

De French! your beſt friend you ſuffre dat? 
Parbleu ! Meſſieurs a ſerait fort ingrate! 

Vat have you Engliſh, dat ycu can call your own ? 
Vat have you of grand pleaſure in dis town, 
Vidout it come from France, dat vil go down ? 
Picquet, baſſet ; your vin, your dreſs, your dance; 
*Tis all you fee, tut alamode de France, 

De beau dere buy a hondre knick knack; 

He carry out wit, but ſeldom bring it back: 

But den he bring a ſnuff- box hinge, ſo mall 

De joint, you can no ſee de vark at all, 

Colt him five piſtoles, dat is ſheap enough, 

In tre year it ſal ſave half an ounce of ſnoffe, 

De coquet ſhe ave her ratifia dere, 

Her gown, her complexion, deux yeux, ber lovere ; 
As for de cuckold—cat indeed you can make here; 
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De French it is dat teach de lady wear 
De ſhort muff, wit her vite elbow bare; c 
De beau de large muff, wit his ſleeve down dere.“ 

We teach your vife, to ope dere huſbands purſes 

To put de furbelow round dere coach, and dere horſes, 
Garzoon |! vee teach you every ting de varle: 

For vy den your damn poet dare to ſnarle ? 

Begar, me vil be revenge upon his play, 

Tre touſan refugee (parbleu c'eſt vray) 0 
Sall all come here, and damn him upon his tird day. 


® Pointing to his fingers. 
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